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CHAPTER ONE - - POINTE CHILCOTE

I

HE visitor from the North sat and fanned herself vigorously

with a palm-leaf fan; she was not used to such temperatures,
even in midsummer. But Mama did not mind it, having lived here
all her forty-odd years; she was stout and placid, and sat and rocked
slowly, with perspiration running in streams down her pink and
white cheeks. She knew it was good for you to be bathed in per-
spiration, provided you bathed in water morning and evening, and
used talcum powder meantime, and put on fresh linen. She ex-
plained this to the anxious stranger, and added, apologetically, “We
cannot open the doors just now, because there is a snake in the
house.”

The visitor started visibly. “A snake?”

“Yes,” said Mama; ‘“‘one gets in every now and then, you know.”

“And what do you do about it?”

“Well, you see, he gets hidden; but sooner or later he has to come
out, and then we kill him with a stick.”

The strange lady cast uneasy glances around the drawing-room,
and furtively began to gather up her skirts and tuck them tightly
about her ankles—this being in the days before skirts got out of
the reach of ankles and snakes. “Why don’t you keep the doors
open, and let him go out?” she quavered.

“But then we wouldn’t know he was gone,” explained Mama,
amiably. ‘“We have to keep track of him.”

“Are they poisonous, Mrs. Chilcote ?”’

“Unfortunately, yes—they’re generally moccasins.”

“Good gracious me!” said the lady from the North, and arose
from her chair, saying that she just must hurry along, as she had
another engagement, and was already late. Mama detained her, in
the Southern way of hospitality, but the lady from the North never
stopped edging herself towards the front door, meanwhile gazing
about at the floor of the drawing-room, which was kept in semi-
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4 THE WET PARADE

darkness all day, and had antique rugs with snaky patterns, and
carved mahogany furniture with snaky-looking legs.

Maggie May was over by one of the windows, on the other side
of the curtains, supposed to be reading a story-book when this con-
versation took place. After the visiting lady had gone, she and
Mama laughed over the hurriedness of the departure, and lack of
social tact displayed. Northern people were always funny to Mag-
gie May and her mother; they didn’t understand about things, and
asked such unexpected questions. How could anybody imagine that
you could grow sugar without snakes? In the black ooze of the
bottom-lands where thickets of tall cane grew, the roots made such
a tangle, you might as well have thought of getting rid of mosqui-
toes as of reptiles. Maggie May was used to all such natural super-
fluities. Just as you always carried with you outdoors a little bundle
of twigs with leaves to keep the mosquitoes off your ankles, and
always knocked them from your nightdress before you crawled into
bed under the “mosquito bar”—so also you had to turn your shoes
upside down before you put your feet into them, and you never
reached into a dark hole for anything.

The danger was reduced by the fact that outside the house Papa
would not permit shrubbery or plants, only a smooth lawn upon
which snakes were easy to see; he would then get his rifle and sit
on the front gallery and shoot their heads off. Once a week he
would send a Negro man under the house to look for nests, and one
of the fascinations of Maggie May’s childhood was holding in her
hands and examining against the light certain round yellow ob jects,
soft to pressure and leathery, shaped like the capsules which the
doctor gave you when you developed chills and fever. You must
not leave them to stand very long, or when you came back you
might find a box-full of baby snakes, perhaps as deadly as their
mothers and fathers. " When Papa had the man build a fire of brush
and set such a box in the middle of it, the little girl tried to look
into the writhing mass of red and yellow flames, mingled with black
and brown serpents, and had to turn her head away, because life
was so awful—and yet so fascinating, one could not get away
from it!

II

It was the sugar-cane country of Louisiana, the “Bayou Teche.”
For no one could say how many thousands of years the Father of
Waters had gathered the detritus of half a continent, and swept it
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down here, and spread it, black and slimy, to a depth beyond all
digging. It lay under a blazing sun, watered by floods and rains,
and a forest of green things sprang into life in it overnight, and
men labored all their lives, black men with their muscles and white
men with their minds, to tame this growth and limit it to useful
things.

Strange as it seemed when you said it, a considerable part of the
land was water. The wild cane and marsh-grass were many feet
high, and their roots made such a tangle that you would think you
could walk on it. Only when you went to the edge of the road and
looked directly down you would see the ooze and slime. It was half
brackish from the gulf, but this did not keep it from breeding
insects, which rose in clouds so thick that they would dim the sun.
The roads had to be made with logs laid crossways, and then loads
of dirt dumped onto them, and then perhaps a second layer of logs.
It was all part of the cost of sugar.

Maggie May’s family lived on what was known as Pointe Chil-
cote. In far-off years it had been a real “pointe” thrust out into
the gulf; but now the marsh had enveloped it, and it looked like
the rest, except that it had “hills” here and there, not so many feet
high, but solid enough to have live oaks and magnolias growing on
them. “Pointe Chilcote” was eight miles long and three miles wide,
domain enough for a family to spread itself upon. Like all other
planters, Grandpa Chilcote had been ruined by the Civil War, but
he had not had to lose his land and come down in the social scale,
because there had been discovered a salt mine upon his place. So the
estates were built up again, and the burned mansion replaced by an
even more splendid one. Now there were four sons, and two mar-
ried daughters, each with a home on a separate “hill,” half a mile
or so apart; as grandsons and daughters grew up, they moved to
yet other “hills,” or bought themselves homes in the towns, where
they lived in winter.

When the visitor from the North descended from the train at the
town of Acadia, he found a conveyance of the Chilcotes waiting,
with a Negro in black livery, no matter how hot the day. In Maggie
May’s early childhood this had been a barouche or victoria, with a
pair of what were referred to as “‘spanking bays”; the families were
conservative, distrustful of those newfangled things called “horse-
less carriages.” But one day Uncle Daubney, the youngest son and
the wildest, turned up in a terrifying contraption which he had
driven from New Orleans, known as a “White Steamer.” It was
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made by a man named White, and was painted white, and it ran by
steam, leaving a long white trail behind. It made a powerful noise,
and drove a score of the delta horses to leap into the marsh; finally,
one ill-fated day, it exploded with a tremendous roar, and deposited
Uncle Daubney in a clump of his own sugar-cane.

The horses took you through what appeared to be a Malayan
jungle, and if you had never been in this country before, you might
be anxious as to what sort of accommodation you would find. But
suddenly the brakes and marshes would fade away; the land would
begin to rise, and there would appear fine stretches of lawn, with
peacocks and lyre-birds strutting about under the shade of trees
older than anyone’s memory. In the distance, down the gravelled
driveway, you saw a mansion made of red brick, two stories high,
with fluted white columns going to the second story, and a double
“gallery,” one on the ground floor and one on the second. There
were eighteen of these columns along the front of the house, each
so big that the biggest man could not put his arms around it. The
Negro men who came for your bags wore white duck, and the maids
who unpacked them wore black dresses with white aprons and caps;
S0 you would realize that you had been transported, not in space to
Malaya, but in time to the “Old South.”

I1I

In the daytime the Chilcote men wore khaki, with riding-boots
and broad hats, and rode the plantations on horseback. But at six
in the evening everybody disappeared, and an hour later appeared
for dinner in tuxedos and evening gowns, as fashionable as you
would see in New Orleans. There was a dining-room panelled in
mahogany, with sideboards and highboys elaborately carved with
roses and deer’s heads, and the faces of Roman emperors and French
duchesses. There was hand-cut crystal, and silver dishes, platters
almost too heavy for one man, and coffee-urns and punch-bowls
shining like full moons in a midnight sky; an array of silver de-
canters with several kinds of liquor, and silver bowls for ice, and
holders for wine-bottles. There was a special servant for these
treasures, a grey-headed old Negro called the “stewar ,” who had
the keys to cabinets and sideboards, and served the liquors at meals.

You would want much cold drink, for not merely was the weather
hot, but also the food; it was the land of peppers and tabasco. Not
far from the Chilcotes was a neighbor who had become wealthy
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through the manufacture of a fiery hot sauce which was used all
over the world. You would be served a rich soup, made of what
the Negroes called “tarpin”; or perhaps, still richer, of the soft
green turtle, whose shell was meat, cut up in little chunks; with
that would come a decanter of sherry, and you would pour in all
you wanted. Then would come a sherbet to cool your throat, and
after it a “gumbo,” or chowder, made of fish, or crabs, or shrimp,
peppered so that if you were not used to it the tears would come
into your eyes, and you would be glad when the “steward” came
with a bottle of ice-cold claret. After you had recovered, you
would be served a “crawfish bisque,” or a platter of crabs with the
big claws cracked for you. A messy business eating them with your
fingers; the “Creole” families, the descendants of the old-time
French and Spanish settlers, had special lavatories adjoining the
dining-room, one for ladies and one for gentlemen, to which all
retired after the crab-course, and washed their hands and cheeks
before resuming the meal.

You were not considered really to have dined until you had
venison, or perhaps bear-meat, or wild turkey; or half a dozen
guinea-hens off the plantation, or ducks fed on pecans and stuffed
with them. There would be a huge cold ham, carved in slices, even
though nobody took any. There would be six or eight vegetables,
smoking hot, with rich cream sauces, and cold champagne to cool
your mouth, and then “ambrosia,” made of orange and grated
cocoanut, or “syllabub,” a cream whip with sherry, poured over
“angle cake” ; then fruit, and coffee, with brandy which you burned
on top.

That was the way they ate in the “Old South” or Slave days,
and it was a form of glory to keep up the ritual, even to the twentieth
century, when newspapers and magazines were full of the writings
of “diet cranks.” The elder Chicotes took no stock in any sort of
“cranks,” but continued to live “like gentlemen,” whether they had
guests or were alone. Not much was wasted, because there was a
swarm of servants, and in the cabins on the edge of the clearing
many dependents waiting hungrily.

While they ate, the Chilcotes talked decorously and gravely about
/the viands, their qualities and the methods of preparing them: the
difference between Smithfield and other hams; between Lynnhaven
Bay and Gulf oysters; between diamond-backed terrapin and those
without markings; the vintage of wines and the advantages of dry
or sweet; the superiority of Bourbon rye aged in the wood, and the
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impossibility of eliminating fusel oil by any other means. It would
be said that the turkey had been shot by Tom’s Joe; the angel cake
had been made according to Sally’s recipe, and how did it compare
with Molly’s?

They talked about the affairs of the family, where this one was
visiting, and what that one was suffering, and what Dr. Aloysius
had said about his progress. If there were guests present, the
interests would be broadened ; they would talk about mutual friends
in New Orleans and Memphis society; where So-and-so’s boy was
going to college, and whom So-and-so’s daughter was engaged to.
The mention of an engagement might provide conversation for
half an hour, because everyone would be interested to recall the
connections of that family—the grandson of General Somebody,
who had surrendered to Grant at Vicksburg, or had helped Jefferson
Davis win the battle of Buena Vista, There would be the Virginia
connections, and the Tennestee connections, and the fact that one
son was studying art in Paris. Before you knew it, you would be
talking about the depravity of French fashions; or perhaps about
the French opera company which was expected in New Orleans in
the fall.

Such was the method of education of Maggie May in her child-
hood. As soon as she was old enough to eat politely, she sat at
meals with the grown-ups, a demure, silent little figure with big
dark eyes that watched everything, and ears that missed no word.
She learned the names of an army of persons, living and dead, their
connections endlessly complicated, their occupations, their reputa-
tions, the names of towns or cities where they lived, and of the
plantations or businesses that made them rich and important. When,
now and then, one of these persons turned up as a guest in the home,
it was as if Napoleon or Julius Caesar had stepped out of a history-
book and shaken hands with her.

v

The biggest house was that of Grandpa; it had the finest plate,
and served the most elaborate banquets with the oldest wines.
Colonel Chilcote was a civil war veteran, in his seventies when
Maggie May first remembered him. He was stout, but still insisted
on riding his own plantations, and travelled to New Orleans and
transacted his business, and was a favorite in all the clubs. He
claimed to carry more good liquor than any other man he knew.
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He had been a widower for a number of years, and there was always
some lively young widow or even a debutante in fashionable society
“setting her cap” at him. “The Colonel,” a rosy old gentleman with
a keen sense of humor, had worked out a novel method of controlling
his sons and daughters. Whatever it might be—whether one of
the sons spent too much time away from home, or one of the
daughters declared she could no longer put up with her hard-drinking
husband—the Colonel would only have to say that he was feeling
lonely in his old age, and was going to console himself with whatever
charmer happened to be conspicuous in the family fears at that
moment.

“Papa” was Roger Chilcote, the oldest of the sons, and Maggie
May was the youngest of his children. Papa was in his forties
when she was a little girl, and to her he was without a blemish, a
creature wholly divine. He was blond, with golden hair which
developed beautiful waves; he wore a soft, golden beard trimmed
to a little point, which made him look romantic. He had a gentle
voice, with tremolo stops which caused thrills to run up and down
the child’s spine; he would take her on his knees and tell her stories
out of mythologies white or black. He was a highly sentimental
person, tenderhearted, and unable to stand the sight of cruelty;
for this reason he was ill-fitted to the world in which fate had
placed him.

There had been a tragedy in the life of Roger Chilcote, of which
Maggie May knew nothing until she was grown up. He had been
engaged to a Creole beauty of Mobile, 2 dashing creature who rode
wild horses and broke all hearts in her neighborhood. She and
Roger fell “madly in love,” as people in that country liked to phrase
it, and it was an ideal match, according to the world of the delta.
But as fate willed it, a sister of this brilliant girl was married first,
and in due course was delivered of an infant, and the horrified
whisper went the rounds of society—this infant was black! It is
something which happens now and then in the far South, and to
the victims it is a jest of Satan; the infant is turned over to a
Negro servant, and a curse is laid upon that family to the end of
time. The wealthy Creoles sold their possessions and took a steamer
to France—and on the way Roger Chilcote’s beloved stepped over
the side of the vessel.

He never recovered from it; when he took another bride, it was
to please his parents. Mama was their choice, and she went into

the marriage knowing that she would have the affection and respect
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of her husband, but no more than that. Mama’s duty had been to
bear children for the Chilcotes, and this she had faithfully done.
There were five of them alive; two more had succumbed to the
dangers of the climate, and one had miscarried when a runaway
saddle-horse had thrown the young wife over its head. Mama was
gentle and placid, endlessly kind, a soft lap and a warm bosom.
There were two kinds of mothers in that Old South—those who
wore themselves to string and bones, managing households and
saving the members from destruction; and those who gave up, and
sat in arm-chairs and rocked, while things took their own painful
course.

A%

Maggie May was trained from earliest childhood to fear. Impos-
sible to be trained any other way, in the midst of high-spirited horses
which might kick you, and cows which might swing at you with
their horns, and deadly snakes which might be lurking in the places
where you played. There was a story they told of one of her
brothers, a little fellow who had been overlooked by a careless
servant, and had crawled under the house, and there amused himself
poking his finger at a funny creature which poked back with long
red needles; finally the child crawled out again, and told his mother
about this fascinating play.

So many “don’ts” for a little girl! She must not go barefoot,
because it would make her feet big; she must not climb trees, because
it would make her hands big; she must not stay in the sun, because
it would make her skin coarse. She must not talk at the dinner-
table, unless to answer remarks of the grown-ups. She must not
ask questions upon a list of topics forbidden to little girls. She
must not talk about the affairs of the family in the presence of any
guest. She must not laugh aloud, nor shout, nor leave the table
until she was excused, nor forget her piano practice, her singing,
her French, her “hand painting.”  Anxiously and earnestly she
strove to remember these many prohibitions and duties,

However, all these anxieties taken together were less than the one
great sorrow which overhung Maggie May’s life, and which little
by little was revealed to her opening mind. She could not have
told when she first began to sense it—any more than she could have
told when first she knew that the sky was blue, or that water was
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wet. She was fully grown before she heard it put into plain
words by her mother: the soul-sickening admission that Papa was
“drinking.” ey

To say that a man was “drinking” had a special meaning in
Maggie May’s world. It did not mean that he was having the
glasses of claret and burgundy and champagne which the steward
served at dinner, nor did it mean the cocktail which preceded the
meal, nor sherry in the turtle soup and brandy in the coffee. It
did not mean the mint-juleps which would be mixed two or three
times in the course of a hot day, and served with glasses full of ice
and sprigs of fresh mint. It did not mean the punch which was
served at all dances, or the hot toddies on winter nights. All this
was not “drinking”; this was hospitality, it was the life of the
South. The ladies did it along with the gentlemen, and it was proper
and elegant. You kept the usual kinds of liquor in your home, and
perhaps some rare ones, and talked about the flavors, the “bouquets,”
the various brands and their ages, and where you could buy them.

It wasn’t even “drinking” when the gentlemen sat in the dining-
room after the ladies had left, and smoked their cigars, and talked
business and politics, and consumed quantities of whisky and soda.
It wasn’t “drinking” when a man sat with his cronies in the billiard-
room and played poker the whole night through, in a haze of cigar-
smoke and a reek of alcohol. That too was the custom, expected
of every man who was not a “mollycoddle.” The boys were trained
to it, having their little sips of mint-julep, their half glasses of
wine at meals. When they went away to college, it was assumed
that they would take a share in all manly pleasures, which included
poker-parties, and whiskies and soda, and cocktails at dinner and
punch at dances.

No; where “drinking” began was when a man took too much,
and had to disappear suddenly from a dance, leaving his friends to
apologize to his partner; or when, after a poker-party, he was unable
to “sleep it off” in the course of the next day; or when he took to
having it in his room, by himself, without sociability; or when he
had to go off somewhere, say to the home of-his plantation manager,
and stay for several days. That was the special meaning of
“drinking” ; and that was when terror began to creep into the souls
of the women, and they would whisper together, and seek council

from the elders, and plan gentle conspiracies, and drop anxious
hints.
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VI

It was Maggie May’s fate to live most of her days among beauti-
ful men going to their doom on account of liquor; yet so rigid was
the code which governed such matters, never until she was grown
up did her eyes fall upon one of these men in a drunken state. Of
course, when she went into town, it might happen that she would
Sec a man staggering about; but that was some low-class person,
who did not count in her thoughts. Such men were the unfortunate
victims of all kinds of degradation, and there was nothing that a
lady could do about it.

The poor whites in this country were referred to as “Cajuns”;
the descendants of those French people of the land of Acadia, in
Newfoundland, whose sad story is told in Longfellow’s “Evange-
line.” In the middle of the eighteenth century they had been
deported to this swamp country, and their great-great-grandchildren
were trappers, living in one-room board shacks stuck out over the
bayous on piles, and reached by rickety plank walks, nailed to
saplings stuck in the marsh. They poled themselves about in boats,
and caught fish, and bought themselves corn, with which they made
illegal whisky, called “moonshine.” From such wretched beings no
good was to be expected, and the planting aristocracy left them
alone, except when they committed the unpardonable offense of
selling liquor to Negroes.

Liquor was for sale to white persons, both by the jug and the
glass, in every “general” store in the town of Acadia. Also it was
sold in innumerable secret places; for the government tried to
collect a tax on liquor licenses, and few approved of this, or paid
if they could evade. So there was a vast illegal traffic, with occa-
sional raids and shooting of revenue officers. It was a problem
for which no one knew any solution,

Men and women of the lower classes in the South had two
occupations for their leisure ; the first to get drunk, and the second
to get religion. If you went into Acadia on a Saturday night you
would find both forms of entertainment under full headway. There
would be men crowded into the liquor-shops, befuddled and sodden,
or quarreling, or staggering about the streets, making the night
hideous with imitations of panthers and Indians. Also there would
be a meeting in a “gospel-tent,” or under a clump of trees on the
edge of the town, with men and women under the spell of an
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exhorter, falling on their knees and confessing their drunkenness,
signing the pledge and imploring Jesus to help them keep it.

But to Maggie May all this was something far-off and strange,
about which she heard rumors. The Chilcotes were Episcopalians,
and had a chapel on the estate, and twice a month a clergyman
travelled to them, and stayed as their guest, and conducted morning
and evening service for all Who cared to attend, the whites in the
body of the building, the blacks in the balcony upstairs, reached by
a separate entrance. These services were decorous and refined, with
no shouting or exhorting, or intimate confessions and scandals. It
was taken for granted that ladies and gentlemen knew how to
behave themselves, without help from anybody, even Jesus.

That applied not merely to church, but to the home. When
Roger Chilcote had more liquor in him than he could take care of,
he was at the home of his manager, being looked after by the
manager’s wife and servants; or he was in a hotel room, reputed to
be away on important business. The only trouble was that he
sometimes misjudged the amount he could carry, and was sure he
was all right when to others he seemed peculiar. So, little by little,
putting this and that together, his daughter became aware of the
great sorrow of her young life. This golden-haired god—this
radiant being of laugher and tender melancholy—there were two
of him, and one was real, while the other was a painful caricature,
becoming worse with every year that passed.

And how was a little girl to know which was which? How could
anyone be sure? Those smiles which thrilled you so—how could
you tell if Papa was really happy, or if it was the other being, the
stranger, making foolish noises? If the tears came into his eyes,
how could you tell whether it was the lover of kindness, contemplat-
ing the cruelties and malice of the world—or if it was this imitation
creature, which could produce tears over things too silly to talk
about? You listened to words coming from lips which were foun-
tains of knowledge—and how could you be sure whether it was
something so profound that you would have to take it off and
ponder it all day—or something to which there was no meaning at
all, a mere jumble of words given off blindly, like the bubbles of
the wine which had caused it?

VII

How to tell the difference was the serious problem of a serious
little girl’s life. You could not tell by Papa’s breath; because,
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when a family was served liquor at every meal, with mint juleps
and toddies in between, the smell of alcohol was as familiar as
the perfume of roses. You could not tell because his face was
flushed, for he was naturally ruddy, and would be flushed when he
was laughing aloud, or when he came in from riding the planta-
tion, or when he had been playing ball with the children. You
could not tell because he was glad, nor because he was sad—for he
was often both with cause. You could not say it was because he
was talkative, for he loved to talk to any good listener, and would
tell stories, and if the fate of the beautiful princess was too cruel,
and tears began to run down Maggie May’s cheeks, they would start
into Papa’s eyes also, They were an extremely emotional people,
and entirely unaware of those modern standards which forbid
unnecessary weeping.

No, you just couldn’t tell! It was a labyrinth of Papa’s emo-
tions, in which you had to grope your way. The real Papa was
complicated enough, while the imitation Papa was beyond guessing.
This “tipsy” man was unstable and went quickly to extremes. He
was either too gay, or too sorrowful, and would fly from gaiety to
sorrow at the snapping of your finger. He was bored, impatient,
wanting to get away from everything. He was abnormally sensitive
and suspicious; he could not endure that his little girl should be
aware of his strange moods—and so Maggie May must learn to put
a bridle upon her tongue, and a screen over her eyes. If Papa
behaved strangely, she must not notice it; if he said something that
puzzled her, she must not try to find out what he meant. If she
showed a trace of pain, or grief, or surprise, or even watchfulness
or curiosity, Papa would . jump up suddenly and rush from the
room.

Mama would say, “Papa isn’t very well, and we must be patient
with him.” That was all she would say; until, as the years passed,
the child began, very tactfully, to reveal that she knew. This had
happened with all Mrs. Chilcote’s brood, one by one; but the poor
sentimental lady always clung to the hope that the next one might be
spared the contamination of this painful knowledge.

Maggie May, as a late-comer, was the plaything and pet of the
rest; especially of her father, whose weakness made him crave
affection and support. She was not a pretty child, being too thin
for Southern tastes, and too dark, with eyes large and sombre.
Also she was too lacking in liveliness to make what was called a
“social success.” But she was gentle, sensitive, and willing to take
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upon her slender shoulders the burdens of those she loved. Mama's
peace of mind, Papa’s relief from boredom,- were the first things
in the world to Maggie May, and it never occurred to her to do
anything but what they asked.

There was no chance for her to develop a life of her own. Papa
was there, always commanding, always demanding, more and more
insistently, desperately. Maggie May could not remember when she
was too young to hear this call. Ruin was hanging over her loved
ones. There were evil men_outside who had discovered the weak-
ness of Roger Chilcote, and were preying upon him. When they
had given him drinks enough, he would be subject to fits of
generosity; he would scatter handfuls of money among the crowd,
or hand out hundred dollar bills to all who would take them. He
would sit down to a poker-game with anybody, and lose all he had
with him, and then write checks or “I.0.U’s,” and these would
constitute debts of honor, binding upon him next morning and
forever. It had happened to him to sell a whole year’s sugar-crop,
and gamble away every dollar in one evening.

So his family gathered about him in a phalanx; keeping watch
over him day and night, devising plans to entertain and beguile
him. It was his misfortune that he had no occupation with regular
hours. His riding the plantation was largely superfluous, for there
were competent overseers, who did not need many orders. When
he went to New Orleans to transact business at the banks, it did
not take very long, and then he had time to join his cronies at
the clubs. Everywhere a Southern gentleman went, his arrival was
celebrated with a drink, and every undertaking, of business or sport,
was opened with drinks, and closed with more of them.

So Mama would go to New Orleans with Papa, and perhaps take
the older children, and make a family party of it, and try to make
engagemernts that would keep him with the ladies. When they
returned to the plantation, the ladies would ask him to take them
driving, or propose a game of cards, or sit on the gallery for hour
after hour, chatting. It never occurred to anybody that this might
be a waste of time—for what else did anybody have to do with time ?

They were a gregarious people, and their desire to be alone was
confined to the occasions when they were undressing. All the rest
of the day they wanted “company,” and to those who were of the
right social class they kept open house; you might come uninvited,
and stay for months without exciting comment. It was rarely that
fewer than fifteen or twenty persons sat at the family dinner-table.
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For the most part they were loyal friends, who had come to know
Papa’s weakness, and what his wife was doing; they would even
go so far as to pretend that they preferred coffee to toddies, and
lemonade to mint juleps! They would lie like gentlemen, and never
let Papa know that they were pitying him.

But Papa knew! Oh, yes, he knew. He was being walled about
by love, he was being kept with the women and children, a nursery
pet. It would gall his spirit; he would sit brooding, or get up and
pace about restlessly—and presently would bolt out of his cage.
He would show them, every one of them, that he was still a man, no
derelict or cripple! He would go among men, and do as men did,
taking one or two drinks, but no more.

He would make up his mind to do this. But the trouble was that
after he had one or two, he would start over again. He would say,
like Rip van Winkle, “This time don’t count!” The result would
be, he would come home with cheeks flushed, and tongue tripping
over itself; but very dignified, determined that he was all right,
and would prove it to everyone. He would show that, like every
Southern gentleman, he knew how much liquor he could carry. As
the first step, he would order Moses, the old steward, to mix him
another toddy.

VIII

In course of time it developed that the one person who could
control Roger Chilcote was his youngest daughter. Maggie May
was his darling, the “apple of his eye’—they liked to use those
old-fashioned phrases. He would take chances with others that he
would not take with her; he would become irritated with others,
where she could win a smile. So the child would be summoned
from her piano practice, or her French conversation, or whatever
it might be, and Mama would say: “Darling, Papa is in town, and
he’s not very well, and the hot sun is bad for him, and won’t you
go and see if you can bring him home to play cards?” The child’s
pony would be saddled and brought to the door by a trusted servant,
who would ride behind her ; they would trot several miles to Acadia,
and find Papa, under the covered veranda of the store where he
got the kind of liquor he liked; he would be telling funny stories
to a group of men, or tossing dimes to a bunch of colored boys
who turned handsprings and cut capers for his amusement.

All that would stop, the instant he caught sight of Maggie May;
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for, though she was only a child, she was a young lady to her social

inferiors, and every male creature, white or black, must be decorous

in her presence. Papa would rise and come to the curb, and say,

“Hello, little girl.” When they were in the privacy of the family,

he had funny names for her; she would be “Pie,” or maybe she

would be “Bones”; but in public she had this dignified title, “little
irl.”

“Papa,” she would say, “I’'m through with my music lesson.”

“Is that so, little girl?”’ Perhaps he would take the hint, and say,
“All right, we’ll have a game,” and get his horse and ride back with
her. But sometimes he would be stubborn, and resist cajoleries.
“I am waiting for a man I must see. Tell Mama I’ll be back for
dinner. You read that new story-book and tell Papa what’s in it.”

She would ride back, disappointed; and seeing the helpless grief
in her mother’s eyes, she would say, “Perhaps I better go and try
again, Mama. Perhaps I better think of something important.”

So it was that a little girl got that part of her education which
was more essential than piano or French conversation. She must
manage to find something that would seem important to Papa—or
something that Papa would think seemed important to her. She
must learn to put pressure on him, loving but firm; she must use
her power to the utmost, yet be careful never to overstrain it.

Now and then, in the muddlement of his mind, he might try to
break through these barriers of reticence; to turn the proceedings
into a joke, perhaps. He would look at her with a smile that was
almost a leer, and say: “Yes, little girl, I know what you are doing.
You're trying to get me back home!” But Maggie May would
look as innocent as a dove, incapable of feminine art. “No, Papa,
no! I've planned a party this afternoon, and you know it won’t
amount to anything if you're not home.” Or else: “Papa, I'm just
crazy to know what happened to Rebecca in the castle, but I can’t
bear to read it without you.”

There was a card game called “seven-up,” which two persons
could play, and it was Maggie May’s task to play it by the hour.
She would try her best to make it exciting, pretending to be anxious
to beat her father; when she lost, she would act disappointment—
but not too great, so as to spoil. his pleasure. Little by little she
made the discovery that if he had a run of bad luck, he would begin
to be bored, and would find some pretext to stop. On the other
hand, by pressing him closely, but never quite succeeding, she could
manage to keep him keyed up, and he would play all day. So
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gradually their roles in life became reversed; the grown man was
the child, while the child became prematurely grown. Maggie May
took to cheating—in reverse, as it were; making blunders at critical
moments, and letting Papa enjoy a laugh at her. After all, it was
for him that the game was played. Was it not natural that he
should expect to win—he, the male Creature, the god-like one, for
whom the world was made ?

The numerous boy and girl cousins from the other plantations
would gather, and they would play romping games: “I spy,” for
example—in which Maggie May would always let Papa find her,
and get back to “base” ahead of her. A painful incident, when
Papa chose what he considered an especially wonder ful hiding-place,
up on the roof of the two-story house, where no one thought of
looking ; he was having a grand triumph, but it was spoiled by a
little Negro boy who had watched him hiding, and kept looking
up at him, and asking, “How’s you gwine git to yo’ base, Mas’
Roger?” Of course, Papa couldn’t get to his base without jumping
off the roof and breaking his neck! He was furious, and ordered
the boy off the grounds, and would take no more interest in the
game. Afterwards, he was ashamed of having behaved unworthily,
and took a drink to cheer himself up.

.

IX

Three brothers and one sister travelled this road of tribulation
with Maggie May; but they were all older, and got farther on the
journey before the darkness gathered. Ted, the oldest, was twelve
years older than Maggie May; which meant that he was a grand
young gentleman, remote and aloof, associated with striped “blaz-
ers,” gold-tipped cigarettes, galloping saddle-horses, and young
ladies visiting. Pretty soon he went away to college, and the little
girl picked up scraps of notions about this place of pennants, sculls,
tennis-rackets, meerschaum pipes, fraternity-pins, and ties and hat-
ribbons which meant secret things. A child who was alert and quick-
minded could not help hearing things not meant for her ears; so
Maggie May gathered that college was also a place of “fast” life,
with drinking-parties and gambling-debts.

Next in order was Lelia, two years younger than Ted, but assert-
ing her claim to be his contemporary. Lelia was a creature of
chiffons and organdies, tulle and moiré silks, ribbons, scarfs and
lace handkerchiefs, visiting dressmakers, shopping trips to New
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Orleans, coming-out parties, balls and dinner-dances, suitors on
fancy saddle-horses or in shiny sport-cars, coming to call. She
was blonde and elegant, a breaker of hearts, and received so many
ten-pound boxes of fancy confections that Maggie May’s complexion
would have been ruined for life if there had not been so many other
relatives. “Sister” made a great many visits to fashionable friends
all over the South; until finally came the grand splurge, when the
home was fixed up like a fairy castle, and she was married to a
rising young banker of New Orleans.

But still the shadow of that brilliant being cast little Maggie May
into comparative darkness. There was a room in the home, one
of the best, which had been Lelia’s. It had been papered and
decorated in pale green and white, the proper colors for a peaches
and cream complexion. Now that Lelia was gone, Maggie May
was told to occupy this room; but still it was always referred to
as “Lelia’s room,” never as “Maggie May’s.” Nor did it occur to
anyone that the room ought to be redecorated, because green and
white did not set off dark eyes and hair. Maggie May never asked
this change, because she was not expecting a career as a breaker
of hearts. Whenever the peerless Lelia came visiting, Maggie May
would move to one of the guest rooms, which had no special color
schemes or esthetic charms.

After Lelia, there was a gap in the children, caused by the death
of two of them. Next came Roger, junior, known to the family
and servants as “Young Roger.” He was four years older than
Maggie May, and the next brother, Lee, was two years older;
these were her playmates and disciplinarians, teaching her humility,
obedience, and other virtues expected of a young lady of the South.
If the game required a pale-face to be scalped by Indians, Maggie
May would be as pale as desired; if there were to be a battle,
requiring prisoners to be incarcerated or casualties to be interred,
Maggie May would endure the stigma of British origin or Yankee
residence, and perform all varieties of falling and writhing. She
would tag along in hunting parties, and when a bird was shot, would
not let her tears be seen, but school herself to regard it as material
for taxidermy or gastronomy. p

i A strange thing, how three children so different could have been
brought into the world by the same two parents. Lee was dark,
like his mother and Maggie May; quiet, plodding, rather dull, but
conscientious, born to be a good planter or business executive.
“Young Roger,” on the other hand, was a creature of fire, fulfilling
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the image of the Psalmist, “born to trouble as the sparks fly
upward.” He had red hair, which turned to gold like his father’s
as he grew older; he was eager, impatient, driven by the law of his
being to take command. Young Roger it was who absorbed history
stories and set out to enact them; nor was there ever any doubt as
to who was Alexander, Caesar, Napoleon, “Light Horse” Harry
Lee, General “Jeb” Stuart, or Morgan of the “raiders.”

In short, Young Roger was a genius. There had never been
anything of that sort in the Chilcote family, at least not within
memory, and nobody knew how to deal with him. He had all
Papa’s gaiety, also his moodiness, but added to it the peculiar thing
of his own, the fierce impatience. He understood things so much
more quickly than other people—his swiftly-pouncing mind could
not endure to wait till they caught up with him. Also he had the
gift of words; he knew how to say things, to stab them into your
mind. He would electrify you with vivid pictures, and keep you
convulsed by his wit. He had a gift for watching his elders and
mimicking their eccentricities; a wicked secret which the youngsters
kept.

Also, he had a streak of cruelty in him, which his sister never
was able to understand. He loved to dominate others just for the
sake of proving his power. He would tease his little sister, and
keep it up. One day, out of a clear sky, he announced: “When I
grow up, 'm going to be a drunkard.” “Oh, no, Roger!” she
exclaimed in horror. But he stood by it: “I'm going to be either
a drunkard, or else a soldier, and go to war.” Maggie May,
conscientious to the point of abnormality, would spend hours brood-
ing over this problem. What could she do to keep her brother from
becoming a drunkard or a soldier ?

Since, in so large a family, it was not always possible for a young
genius to have his own way, the boy learned to build up a dream
world. In the attic he discovered several boxes full of leather-
bound books, which had belonged to Great-grandfather Chilcote, a
lawyer and scholar; they included the eighteenth century classics
of English fiction, and Young Roger wiped the black dust off them
and made them his secret treasure. Nobody in the family knew
what was in these books, and the boy quickly decided that their
ignorance was his bliss. This new world was frank, forthright,
terrible from the point of view of Southern squeamishness. Young
Roger became more severe in his judgments, more impatient, and
even less comprehensible to these proud people, who thought them-
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selves independent and daring, but really were timid and ridden by
taboos. 4

Of course the boy had to have a confidante, and Maggie May was
chosen for this honor. She was terrified by his impulses, and by his
condemnations of everybody and everything; but she loved him,
she adored him, second only to their father, whom he resembled so
much. She would do everything that Roger told her to do, unless
it was something she knew her parents had forbidden. She would
listen to stories from the books he had read; presently, when he
was older, and was making up stories of his own, there was “little
sister,” wide-eyed, awe-stricken, as if she were present at the creation
of the universe according to the Book of Genesis—although Roger
declared that was all bunkum, and not the way it had happened.

X

From Young Roger Maggie May began to acquire the reading
habit: desiring to know all the wonderful things that he knew.
The windows in the drawing-room were set in alcoves, and had
thick curtains in front, to keep out the glare of daylight. Between
window and curtains was a space of a couple of feet, and the ideal
way to read was to get pillows and make a nest in there. But when
Mama observed this, she began to worry, and explained that it was
all right for a girl to read, but not to let the men know about it,
otherwise they would call her a “blue-stocking,” and she would have
no social success.

“But, Mama,” said the child—the ideas of her brother working
in her soul—"‘why do I have to be a social success?”

“Why, Maggie May!” exclaimed the startled mother. Such a
revolutionary idea had never before been voiced in her presence.

But Maggie May persisted; if a girl preferred to read books
rather than to be a social success, why shouldn’t she? Mama ex-
plained, a little girl might think that books were all she wanted, but
later she would discover that she had to have friends, and a husband
and a home. She would have to go to parties and meet men, and
,please them )

“But, Mama,” said the child, “I don’t want to marry more than
one, do 1?”

“No, dear, let us hope not!”

“Then, why do I have to please so many?”

“Because, dear, you won’t please one unless you please all. You
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see, it’s not just any man that you want to marry; it will be some
particular man; the best one, I hope. And you will want him to
want you; and the way to be sure of that is to have other men
around, striving to win you away from him.”

“Oh!” said the girl. “So that’s why Lelia made them jealous?”

“Not exactly that, dear; but you have to let him know that other
men consider you desirable. If you’re queer and bookish, and
different from everybody else, why then, men are apt to be afraid
of you, and you’ll be a wall-flower, what Ted calls a ‘frost’—though
I don’t like this modern slang.”

In the ordinary course of events, Maggie May would have studied
dutifully those arts, whereby Lelia, under Mama’s tutelage had
managed to capture the wealthy and desirable Mr. Pakenham of
New Orleans. But there was something else which claimed more
and more of her time—Papa, and Papa’s troubles. Even Mama
could not deny that Papa must come first; and so the child was
drawn away from the graces and vanities of this world, and became,
instead of a dazzling social success, a little brown mouse, gliding
here and there about the house without anybody noticing her espe-
cially—and all the time with strange things going on in her head,
sprouts of ideas which had no place in the civilization of the delta,
half Creole and half Cavalier, but would have been more suitable
to Massachusetts, habitat of “blue-stockings” and “strong-minded
women,” who did not strive to make themselves agreeable to the
menfolks, but presumed to set up standards of their own.



CHAPTER TWO - - THE “DEMON RUM”

1§

MA'GGIE MAY could not have said at what age she first began
to have unorthodox ideas on the subject of the drinking of
liquor. She lived surrounded by the problem, taking in her impres-
sions through the skin, as it were. There was Grandfather Chilcote,
still alive, and laughing at his doctors and their warnings; but no
longer quite so heartily, because he was stopped by sudden twinges
of gout, and laid up for spells with what the doctors said was his
liver. There was Uncle Bernie, husband of one of the Chilcote
daughters, who lived in New Orleans, and got drunk and shamed
his wife in public, so that she had three times left him, and vowed
she would never go back. There was old Mr. Waterman, who lived
nearby, and came visiting ; he had a red and bulbous nose with purple
veins in it, and used to laugh and say it wasn’t blood, but the best
Bourbon rye. One day he keeled over at his dinner-table, and was
put to bed, and lay for a year or two with his face paralyzed—and
the doctors said that also was the best Bourbon rye.

The drink problem, as Maggie May knew it, was confined to the
men; all that the women did was to worry. The child never knew
of but one case of a woman’s getting drunk, and that was a woman
from the North. This incident happened when Maggie May was
young, and the occasion was one of social éclat, one of those events
which people look forward to for months and talk about for years
afterward. There was a great public man—one so great that every-
body talked about him, and the papers were full of his pictures. He
had a daughter, whose position in fashionable society was that of a
princess; in fact, the newspapers all referted to her as “the Prin-
‘cess,” and when she travelled about the country, crowds rushed to
stare at her and do her honor. Now she was coming to visit New
Orleans, and the rumor went around that it had been decided to
marry her to the heir of one of the oldest families and the richest,
near neighbors of the Chilcotes. The appointment of the son to a
high diplomatic post was understood to be part of this bargain.

28
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There was rush of preparation, and newspaper reporters coming
to ask questions, and camera-men to take pictures of the homes
which the Princess was to visit. She came to dine at the home of
Grandfather Chilcote, and all the Chilcote daughters and the “in-
law” ladies helped to prepare a banquet; Grandfather put his finest
old wines on ice, and they all arrayed themselves in their newest
raiment, and there came the Princess and the young man she was
going to marry, in a grand big car. They sat at the table, with
shining silver and hand-cut crystal and hand-embroidered linen and
blue-ribbon roses, while Grandfather told about his wines, and the
Princess tasted them and appreciated them; she appreciated them so
well that the servants had a hard time keeping her glass filled, and
finally she told them to leave the bottle at her place. Before long
she was having a perfectly glorious time; when the butler brought
her a silver dish full of steaming hot mushrooms with dark brown
sauce, she took the dish from his hands and emptied it over the head
of the young man she was expecting to marry!

So she did not marry him; nor did she marry any other Southern
gentleman. She left the house of her fiancé’s family next morning,
and went to New Orleans, to another family which had invited her;
but this family did not ask anybody to meet her, and she had no
escort to the Mardi Gras ball, and her name was spoken in whispers,
as if she had turned out to be an illegitimate princess, or one with
a black skin. If you mentioned her name to the Chilcote ladies, they
would say, yes, she had been their guest; and then there would be
icy silence—not another word on that subject! Among the intimates
of the young man who had been intending to marry her an ethical
problem was gravely discussed: should he keep, or should he give
up, that diplomatic post which had come to him as a “dot”?

It was from this episode that little Maggie May derived her ideas
about the North and its culture. When “reunion day” came round,
and Grandfather Chilcote put on his faded grey uniform with the
colonel’s stripes, and rode in a parade in New Orleans, Maggie May
knew what it was about; when she listened to orators celebrating
the “lost cause,” she understood their proud melancholy and disdain.
There had been a war between one part of America where only the
gentlemen got drunk, and another part where both gentlemen and
ladies got drunk; the latter had won, and so now fashionable society
was presided over by a drunken “Princess.”
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As Maggie May grew older, and the family burdens became
heavier, she found herself debating this question : Did anybody have
to drink liquor? When she was fourteen, she took the problem to
her mother. The conversation may sound naive to sophisticated
moderns, but then, neither Maggie May nor her mother had ever
heard of a “modern.” They took life seriously, and were entirely
unashamed of doing so.

“No, dear,” said Mama, “I don’t think anybody really needs to
drink. It’s that they like to.”

“But some day they get to like it too much. So why should they
begin?”’

“Well, dear, I suppose each person thinks he won’t become an
addict.”

“But so many do, Mama! Why don’t people pour it all out, and
never have any more of it in the world ?”’

“I don’t know, child. I wish they would.” It was so like poor
kind and helpless Mrs. Chilcote; just that much, and no more!

“What would happen, Mama, if you and I were to say we wouldn’t
drink any more ?”

“Nothing very much, dear; there are many people who don’t care
for it.”

“Would it keep me from being a social success?”’

“I'm afraid it would make it harder. People would feel that you
were posing as superior, or something. I think it’s better for a lady
to take just a sip or two, as I do, and then it doesn’t excite comment.”

“Do you think I'd be as healthy, Mama, if I didn’t drink my
claret? Say if I had lemonade, or something like that?”’

“I don’t know, dear. Dr. Aloysius says you are underweight,
and need nourishing.”

“Well, I think I'll try an extra glass of milk, Mama, and see how
I get along.” Thus the bold adventurer, groping in the field of
diet! “I’ll just tell Moses about it, and maybe Papa won’t notice it.”

But Papa did notice it; Papa never missed anything that bore

pon his weakness, and the attitude of his loved ones thereto. He
insisted that his “little girl”—or his “Pie,” or his “Bones,” or his
“Punkin”—needed her claret so that she would put on weight. But
Maggie May insisted that she didn’t like the taste of claret, she
didn’t like port any better, and was going to try fruit juice and an
extra glass of milk; by quiet persistence she got her way. There
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was conversation about it at meal-times among relatives and guests.
Grandmother Chilcote had been a teetotaler, but she had died rather
young; some good red wine would have enriched her blood—so it
was argued by a great uncle of one of the “in-laws,” who was over
ninety, and had his toddy every morning. The general verdict was
against rash experiments in the field of health.

But not long afterwards it happened that the husband of sister
Lelia got into some sort of shooting scrape when he was drunk, and
painfully wounded a bystander; if he hadn’t been a “gentleman” he
might have been sent to jail. So Maggie May had a new argument
against drinking, and began to agitate with her two younger
brothers. What right did Mr. Pakenham have to get himself into
condition where he shot an innocent bystander?

Lee at this time was sixteen, a student in a military school not
far away. He came home at week-ends, and told Maggie May about
the boys climbing out of the windows of the barracks at night and
going on “jags.” The younger generation was drinking more than
ever, it appeared; in fact, everybody was drinking more, and nobody
could figure out what to do about it. Maggie May had come upon
a church paper in which the question was argued, and statistics were
quoted, showing how in America the per capita consumption of
alcohol was increasing every year. Fortified with this, she was able
to impress her brother, a conscientious lad with a strong religious
bent. There was a band of Methodist women, carrying on a crusade
in the village, and Lee “signed the pledge,” making almost a scandal
among the Chilcotes.

With Roger junior it was, alas, a different story. He was just
nineteen, a splendid young iconoclast, starting college. He had shot
up to six feet, lean and inclined to stoop-shoulderedness, on account
of having spent so much time “poring over books,” as the family
phrased it disapprovingly. He was near-sighted, and had to wear
glasses, which gave him a scholarly aspect; when he didn’t have the
ladies to look after him, he would forget to have his golden hair
cut, until Papa said he would be taken for a “fiddler.” In short, he
was different from the pattern, and nobody could “make him out,”
and he gave them no help. He was going to college just to get away
from home, he said, not because he expected to find things better
there ; the college was a place of Philistinism. It was young Roger’s
way to use obscure words, without caring whether anybody under-
stood them. Maggie May read about Philistines in the Bible, and
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knew they were giants, and that David had killed one with a sling-
shot. But were there any in the South?

Young Roger spurned the “water-wagon” as a means of convey-
ance through life. He was going to lead a revolt, but under a dif-
ferent banner. He spoke patronizingly of “little sister’s” ability to
judge the evils against which a man of superior culture should direct
the arrows of his wit. Those old English novels which had shaped
Young Roger’s mind were full of robust and hilarious drinking.
The country squires of Fielding, the naval officers of Smollett, the
Irish rakes of Charles Lever had all been capable three-bottle men,
or better ; the old poetry-books were full of “Anacreontics,” or songs
in praise of alcohol:

Fill up the bowl, then, fill it high,
Fill all the glasses there; for why
Should every creature drink but I;
‘Why, man of morals, tell me why?

The woman of morals strove to tell her brother, but could not
check his headstrong impulse. He belonged to a generation which
was to register revolt against what it called “Puritanism.” Here
and there, all over the country, a protest was starting in the hearts
and minds of the young, a rage against the dullness, hypocrisy and
materialism of American small-town life. Each rebel thought he
was alone, but sooner or later he would find a fellow-malcontent;
in every college would be half a dozen, an ill-assorted, seemingly
impotent group. They would nourish themselves on little maga-
zines; they would drift to the cities, and start an imitation of the
art-life of Paris; they would learn to write, or to draw, or to paint,
or put on plays—and presently would burst into the limelight, and
America would discover, to its dismay, that it had a new culture.
If the young devotees of this culture got drunk, it was not so much
for the pleasure it gave them, as for the pain it gave to their elders.
It was a form of defiance, the easiest and the cheapest.

! It

When Maggie May grew old enough to think about such matters,
she began to realize that her father did not believe in the religion
which the rest of their world accepted. The Reverend Mr. Cobbein
would come and hold services in the chapel, and Papa would attend
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and politely listen while the doctrine was expounded ; but afterwards
he would shake his head and say, no, it was impossible for any
thinking man to believe that there was an all-loving and all-powerful
Creator running this universe. If God had the power, and had
deliberately made so much evil, then surely He was not kind. Papa
would brood over the spectacle of human suffering until it seemed
as if he was going into melancholia. So many dreadful things all
about you—poisonous snakes and spiders, and still more poisonous
desires in the hearts of men and women!

Especially he grieved over the “Negro problem.” This mass of
“semi-humanity” out of Africa—how were you going to tame it or
lift it? Impossible to keep it at work without fear and force, a
beating now and then, and yet more shocking punishments for cruel
crimes. Black men would get whisky, in spite of all efforts to pre-
vent it, and then they would fall to carving one another with razors;
women in jealous fury would mutilate their rivals or their unfaith-
ful lovers; on the plantation one day a black woman, seeking to
punish the father of her babies, put the babies into a barrel of
feathers and set fire thereto. Contemplating such occurrences, Papa
would decide to drink himself into oblivion. A vicious circle—one
could not be sure whether he drank because he was unhappy, or was
unhappy because he drank.

Then came the summer when the nations of Europe rushed into
war. -At first it was to Maggie May an event only half realized, a
tale of “far-off, unhappy things.” She never thought it would make
any difference in her life—except that it distressed Papa. He would
read the daily papers, and bow his head in his two hands and exclaim
over the madness of mankind. The most incredible horror in the
whole of history; and sooner or later America would be drawn into
it—a prediction which seemed to his wife and daughter a fantasy
cooked out of the fumes of alcohol.

But drunk or sober, Papa would go on bitterly upholding this
dreadful idea to the other gentlemen; and presently it developed that
his oldest son had adopted the same opinion. Worse yet, Ted
insisted that we smust go in, it was the only way to “save civiliza-
tion.” He became so convinced in the course of a year, that he turned
his plantation over te a manager, and went into a training-camp for
officers. Maggie May heard her mother and father discussing this
new catastrophe, and agreeing that Ted’s unhappiness with his wife
had much to do with the matter. Papa said that young people had
their own way so much nowadays, and came to be so impatient and
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self-willed, it was hard for any two of them-to get along together.

Maggie May, now fifteen years old, followed the war in the con-
versation of the grown-ups. With Ted coming home in khaki, and
Lee and several cousins in cadet uniforms, the place began to take
on the aspect of a camp. Never had there been such activity of
every sort in the South; for, strange as it might seem, destruction
in one part of the world made prosperity in another. Sugar had to
be fed to the fighting men; cotton had to be spun into khaki for
them, and made into nitroglycerine to blow them to pieces, and then
into bandages to hold them together. Everybody was speculating,
the price of lands was leaping, and a daughter of the Chilcotes might
have whatever she fancied: pure-blooded Arabian saddle-horses, or
Kentucky thoroughbreds, if such happened to catch her father’s
eye; the fanciest of sport-cars to dash about the country in; blood-
red rubies for her throat, or, suiting her quiet colors, a string of
glowing pearls; lovely dresses, all she had the patience to stand up
and be fitted with. She might have everything, in short, but seren-
ity, and respite from grief and fear!

Iv

Roger Chilcote was like a man caught in a quicksand, being en-
gulfed to his doom. Neither his own convulsive struggles, nor the
prayers and tears of his wife and daughter, could have any effect
upon his fate. He had come to the stage where pretenses were
broken down, concealment impossible. He would go on a drinking-
bout at the home of his manager, and the manager and his wife and
servants could not control him, and would have to send for the old
Colonel, or for one of Roger’s brothers, or for “Captain Ted.” The
time came when the manager was threatening to give up his post,
because he would no longer endure the burden of a drunkard in his
home; and this manager was a valuable man, who had saved Papa
from ruin more than once.

One of the brothers would take the victim off to “Hot Springs,”
where the whisky would be boiled out of him, and he would be
rubbed and kneaded and exercised and fed, and sent back pale and
subdued, full of new resolves and tendernesses. Mama had got to
the point where social considerations no longer counted; she gave
away the family stock of wine and brandy and whisky, and put
Moses, the old steward, at other tasks, and ordained that everybody
in her home should ride on the “water-wagon” from this time forth.
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But all too late! Papa could not live without his “toddies” and
his “bracers” and his “nips.” He would get the stuff from his
cronies in the town, the evil men who wanted his money. He would
sneak it in and drink it in his room, and wash the glass to hide the
traces. The time came—the first time in their lives—when pretence
failed between father and daughter. She could no longer pretend
that she was ignorant of his shame. She fell on her knees before
him, bursting into tears and pleading with him, “Please, please,
Papa! Do not drink any more!” The disgraced father began sob-
bing hysterically: “Oh, little girl, little girl, what can Papa do?
I cannot give it up! It is a fiend that has got me! That my beloved
child should know it! I can never look into her face again!” Mag-
gie May had a hard time stopping him. He promised to ‘sign the
pledge,” and gave her the bottle he had under his pillow, and saw
her empty it into the lavatory. “By God, if I'm not man enough
to resist it, I'd better be dead and out of the way!”

For a month or two he kept his word, and when he broke it, he
disappeared from home, unable to face his child. Ted had to come
from the training-camp and find him, and take him away to what
was called a “Keeley institute,” a place to which Southern gentlemen
flocked by thousands. You would hear it as a subject of discussion
at dinner-tables, to what extent this “Keeley cure” was effective.
The general opinion was that they would fix you so that you didn’t
have to drink again, unless you wanted to. But some sceptic would
point out that this was the essence of the difficulty. Anybody could
stop it if he wanted to; but how could he stop when he wanted a
drink?

Papa came back again, still paler—and more melancholy, because
of the wound to his pride. There was no more joy and spontaneity
left in him now—he was just an invalid who must stay at home
with the women, and know that his position as master in the house-
hold was gone. He must be forbidden the company of his cronies,
and know that these outcasts were making jokes about his plight.
He must pray to a god in which he did not believe, for pity which
was not in the scheme of a blind, mechanical universe. What was
it all about—this universe, with men like himself unable to control
an appetite that destroyed them? God in heaven, what was it all
about, with the whole of humanity rushing madly into the slaughter
pit in Europe! And all he could do was to sit at home—under sur-
veillance—and play cards with his adolescent daughter!
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A critical time in the life of Maggie May! Her character was
being determined; it was made certain that for the rest of her days
she would be serious, anxious, and puzzled about the contradictions
of life. As her tormented father was questioning the universe, so
also was his tormented child.

In her sensitive young mind one question persisted. “What can
I do to-day to help him?” And this led to others—a train of them.
What could she do to keep him at home? What would arouse his
interest, his old-time fun and good fellowship? How did one restore
interest to a person who had lost it? From what source did one get
courage and resolve? Out of such questionings the religions have
been born; but Maggie May was too young to think up a new one,
and the old ones would not do, because Papa rejected them—and
whatever was not good for Papa was good for nothing.

Her only resource was love; her duty, day and night, to make love
effective. She learned from daily effort and experience that love
must be wise; it must have the cunning of the serpent, of the en-
chantress, the diplomat, the intriguer—all known varieties. Love
must be patient, tireless, on duty day and night; but it must be
camouflaged and dressed up—the nurse must wear the costume of
Mardi Gras, the paint and powder of a comedienne.

There was nobody to help Maggie May. None of the other
children would give that much time, or take that much trouble. You
couldn’t expect them to, because the older sister had a husband, and
therefore troubles of her own, while the others were men, and had
their valuable lives to live. Mama would do all she could, but unfor-
tunately Mama wasn’t mentally equal to the task. Maggie May
would never have been undutiful enough to formulate the idea that
Mama was inert; she just realized day by day that Mama didn’t
know what to do. Perhaps Mrs. Chilcote had had too much of it
in her early married life; perhaps she had made the mistake of being
too unhappy, and letting her unhappiness be seen. Anyhow, a man
would not stand as much managing from his wife as from his favor-
ite daughter. )

+ Love was strong, but it was not omnipotent. Its power was weak-
ened by the fact that it was wielded by a mere woman, an inferior.
Maggie May did not resent that status; she knew, of course, that
she was less capable than Papa, she would never know all the things
that he knew, never shine as he did, nor be able to entertain a com-
pany in his splendid manner. She must make capital of that; restore
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to him the belief that they all depended upon him as the head of the
family; make him think it was he who cheered her up, who taught
her how to live, who furnished the animation, the courage, the
dignity. What were the things Papa had liked to do? Those must
be the things Maggie May craved to excel in. What were the things
he had liked to talk about? She must ask a thousand questions on
those subjects. In these efforts she acquired enough skill in intrigue
to have kept an empire going.

v

Gentle brown eyes Maggie May had, and hair to match, and in
this time of her blooming a rich coloring of cheeks and lips. She
had a mischievous smile, and at the same time a kindness that never
failed. She would not be a ball-room favorite, a beauty like her
“big sister,” but there would be boys of finer discernment to discover
and adore her. They began now to gather, and there was the prob-
lem of what to do with them. She was supposed to learn to be
courted, in playful yet proper ways, not openly admitted until after
she had made her debut. It was her mother’s business to provide
and oversee these occasions, and her father’s to co-operate, with
some teasing and mock-jealousy thrown in.

But here was a special case. Maggie May already had the respon-
sibilities of playmate, friend, and mother to a man, and could not,
or would not, be free of them. She must make Papa think she
wasn’t really interested in boys; she must overcome his idea that
he was in the way, and was spoiling her pleasures. She would rather
go motoring with him than with any boy in the delta. If the boy
wanted to come along, all right, but let him find a way to be agree-
able to Papa. If he wanted to come calling in the evening, let him
join in the game of seven-up.

What were the suitors to make of it? She could not explain
matters. She could not say: “I have to stay with my father, because
otherwise he’ll take a drink.”” But the boys made their guesses;
they would be polite and considerate, and help to keep Roger Chil-
cote thinking he was a member of the younger generation. They
would agree to Maggie May’s declaration that going to dances was
silly; understanding that Maggie May could not go, because there
was no way to keep her father from the punch-bowl, which every-
body else in the room would be visiting.
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This home-keeping regime was successful for several months after
Papa had taken the “Keeley cure.” The family got a respite, and
began to breathe more freely. The plantation was looked after,
and a crop sold at the highest prices ever heard of, and the money
put safely in bank.

The respite served to tide them over the death of Grandpa Chil-
cote, a time of strain. The old Colonel “passed on,” full of years,
and of honors, and the best Kentucky whisky. It had been the cause
of his long life, he insisted to the end; and this was a problem
Maggie May had to wrestle with. Some, apparently, could drink it
and not be hurt by it, while others were made into fools and nervous
wrecks. The phrase was, “Some can carry it.” Maggie May, look-
ing about her, and putting this and that together, knew that Grandpa
Chilcote was one of the few fortunate ones; he had set the example
of what he called “good cheer,” and others, trying to follow it, had
been brought to misery. There were many families in the neighbor-
hood, hiding a secret like Maggie May’s, and nursing a victim of
alcoholism; there were scores of men headed to ruin, and young
fellows “sowing their wild oats”’—storing up misery for women
who would marry them, and children not yet brought into the world.

The old Colonel must have expected his whisky to keep him alive
forever, for he made no will, and this was the cause of trouble in
the family. The property was to be divided equally, they all agreed;
but it was difficult to tell what the land was worth, in such a time
of rising markets, and they would not sell any of it, and admit
strangers to Pointe Chilcote. Who was going to determine the
value of objects of art and family heirlooms? Who would fix the
price of a silver punch-ladle with the head of Queen Anne on it, or
of a gold snuff-box which had been presented to a Chilcote by the
French governor of Louisiana colony? There were “in-law” ladies
who had set their hearts on this or that, and kept egging on their
husbands to assert their rights.

Papa wanted to have nothing to do withall this. As the oldest
son, he had a claim upon the “big house” and its treasures, but he
declared he would rather stay where he was than quarrel with his
brothers and sisters. As the disputes became more sharp, poor
Roger fell subject to fresh fits of melancholy. What was the use
of living in a world in which even the best people were victims of
greed? What did anybody want with worldly possessions, when
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civilization was throwing itself away? No, life was too cruel, too
terrible to be lived! So Maggie May would have to rack her brains,
to think of something good to say about the human race. Danger-
ous to let Papa be too sad—and equally dangerous to let him be too
happy, for then he would remember his cronies, and the good times
he used to have playing poker!

In the summer and fall of 1916 there was a campaign for the
re-election of Woodrow Wilson, who had ‘“kept us out of war,”
and promised to go on doing so. Papa thought this a service which
deserved the support of every citizen. He felt the call especially,
because of the activities of his oldest son, “Captain Ted,” who was
a full-fledged young militarist, drilling a company of the wealthy
and fashionable at a summer encampment of the state militia, and
scolding the pacifist president of his country to every one who would
listen. Somebody had to counteract Ted’s influence!

Papa had been active in politics when he was younger, and was
now like a knight at the outset of a crusade. Not that there was
any danger of the Republicans carrying the state of Louisiana; but
there were border states, such as Kentucky and Tennessee, rated as
uncertain, where a Southern orator might intervene with good effect.
But Mama was thrown into hysterics by the idea. She knew that
politics and liquor were two names for the same thing in America;
every convention was a debauch, and a man could not go stump-
speaking without having drinks thrust under his nose in the hotel
rooms where he stayed, the homes he visited, the banquets at which
he spoke. Impossible to expect any “cure” to stand the strain of
political life!

The ladies had to think up pretexts. Mama had to get a doctor
to order her to the mountains of North Carolina for a month, and
Maggie May had to be seized with a desire to understand Hume’s
“History of England,” which she found among the books upstairs
in the attic. They all lived in a panic, watching Papa’s restless
moods, realizing the new discontent which was gnawing his soul.
Hurry, and think up some new diversion, charades for the young
folks to act in, or a set of Italian bowling balls to be played with
on the lawn! Or, if he could not play, let Maggie May devise some
appeal for guidance from this wisest of mentors, some way to make
him seem indispensable. She would have but a short time to put
her wits to work—and then a long, long time to brood over her
failure!
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There developed an unappeasable quarrel between the wife of
Daubney Chilcote, Papa’s youngest brother, and Gertrude, the oldest
of Papa’s sisters. Mrs. Daubney had got from the Colonel, before
his death, a valuable set of antique china, the kind of thing which
you keep in a glass cabinet, and never allow a servant to touch with-
out “standing right over her.””” Mrs. Daubney claimed that the old
gentleman had given her this set as a reward for the bearing of
three children, an unusual performance for a modern lady; the gift
had nothing to do with Daubney’s inheritance, and the in-law lady
was furious because Sister Gertrude insisted upon having it ap-
praised, and the amount deducted. Both women kept insisting that
Roger, as the oldest son, should decide the quarrel; each would come
and recite the offenses and character defects of the other, and after
the interview Papa would be sunk in a pit of melancholy.

It was on one of these occasions that Mama came to Maggie May,
wringing her hands, her face a picture of despair. ‘“Oh, what are
we going to do? Oh, Papa is drinking again!” A Negro had
brought the dreadful tidings. “Master” was down at Tidball’s, in
the town, playing cards with Judge Stuart and Colonel Jonas, a
group of his cronies, and he had a bottle in front of him, and was
pouring it out for himself. So Maggie May—then just seventeen—
must jump into her new runabout, with a servant to ride in the
rumble seat, and race into town.

The servant went into the place and summoned Papa; but he
refused to come out. He sent word that he “had to see a man”—
an excuse so familiar to the girl that it hardly had any meaning at
all. She was so desperate that she broke the rules of young lady-
hood, and went into that place, a general store with a room in back
where liquor was served, and where the proprietor, a Yankee from
the North, sat and won money from men after he had got them half
drunk. Papa got up, horrified that his child should come where
men were drinking and gambling; he could not look her in the eye,
and mumbled his words. He told her, no, he could not go home,
he had a very important business matter to transact with a man
who was coming to town to see him, and Maggie May must not
wait for him. When she tried to plead, he commanded her to leave.

She ought not to have obeyed him—so she decided later. She
ought to have made him come at any cost—even if she had to fling
her arms about him and burst into tears. In spite of any humilia-
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tion, she should have got him out of that place. But there was the
training of her lifetime; it would be easier for a lady to die than
to humiliate herself and her father before their social inferiors. To
express intense emotion before outsiders—as if one were a shouting
Methodist, kneeling in the gutter and praying for lost souls!

Maggie May drove back, sobbing all the way. And then what
were they to do? She telephoned to Ted, but he had his military
duties, it was the day of a grand review, upon which the safety of
the country depended. She telephoned to Lee, her youngest brother,
but he was off on a fishing-party somewhere out in the Gulf of
Mexico. There was only Young Roger, who was hiding in New
Orleans, writing a book of poems. It was hours before Maggie
May could get hold of him, and he promised to come on the first
train; but when he arrived, it was to learn that Tidball had taken
his father, and had him hid, nobody knew where.

The son got two of his uncles to help, and they traced the pair
to New Orleans, and inquired at all the hotels and clubs, but could
not find them. It was ten days before they succeeded, and then only
with the help of the police and the banks—because somebody tried
to cash a check signed by Roger Chilcote, after his account had
been brought below zero. Papa had been half drunk the whole
time, playing poker some twenty hours out of twenty-four, trying
to win back the money which he had lost to various men, some of
them professional gamblers.

He had overdrawn his account in every bank where he kept
money, both in New Orleans and at home—and not merely his own
funds, but those which he controlled as trustee of his father’s estate.
Realizing the plight in which this placed him, he had tried to win
back the money by putting mortgages on his plantations, one after
another, and these he had actually signed before a notary, and they
had been recorded at the county court-house. As if to make a com-
plete job of it, he had written “I.O.U.’s” for one or two hundred
thousand dollars which he didn’t own anywhere. Such was the way
of a high-spirited Southern gentleman when his sporting instincts
were muddled up with his drinking!

VIII
They put Papa in a hospital, where he could be restrained by

force, and had a man watching him, every moment of the day and
night, Mama and Maggie May came up to New Orleans and visited
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him—a painful experience in a girl’s life. Papa’s usually rosy face
was the color of a lump of putty, and he could not look his loved
ones in the eyes. He was dressed in pajamas, but could not stay
in bed; he would stray about the room, and when he sat down, his
hands would be running here and there, like mice. *“‘Oh, my daugh-
ter,” he whispered, “I am in hell!” He had been having what the
attendants called “the D.T.’s,” and was now being “tapered off.”

A time when love was called for, and after the fashion of love,
it answered. Maggie May caught his hands, and poured out her
soul. They needed him, they could not get along without him. She
would come and stay here all day long; they would suffer it out
together, and in the end they would be happy again. At first Papa
would only repeat that he was a lost soul. He would weep and
moan, and grovel with shame; he had ruined them all

“No, no!” the girl would cry. “No, Papa, the money doesn’t
matter, so long as we have you. All you have to do is to make up
your mind not to drink any more, and everything will be all right!”

She won him to the idea of a new start. He would go into ecsta-
sies of resolve, swearing by all the sacred things in which he did
not believe. Every kind of emotion, to help him over that terrible
period of “tapering off,” the getting of the poisons out of his sys-
tem! They would give him doses of other drugs, hypodermics to
make him sleep, and when he woke up, several cups of strong black
coffee, and big black cigars, and quantities of purgatives, and now
and then a little milk, when he could be got to retain it. Maggie
May would sit and read to him—but he could not listen for more
than a few minutes. He would have to hold her hand, and talk
about himself, his new resolves, the mighty efforts he was going to
make—but none greater than right now, just to endure his suffer-
ings, which were beyond description.

The men of the family were holding business consultations. There
was nothing they could do but pay the gambling debts, for that was
a matter of honor among Southern gentlemen. They would stand
by Papa, but they would have to put him'in pawn, as it were; he
‘would have to agree never to pldy cards for money again, and there
would have to be an attendant for a while to see that he kept the
promise. Also, the plantations would be in pawn; the manager
would run them, and the brothers would handle the money, and
Papa would have an allowance. With the high prices prevailing,
the family would be all right again in the end. Papa agreed to
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everything—yes, he was unfit to have money, he was a disgrace to
the proud name of Chilcote, he was unfit to live!

For two weeks the hospital regime continued, and then they took
him home—to a hospital run by Mama and Maggie May. There
were two men attendants, unobtrusive, and keeping out of conver-
sational range, but never out of sight: a shame which Papa endured
with never a word of protest. If he was left unoccupied, he would
sit for hours brooding, with only the straying hands to reveal the
state of his nerves. But Maggie May hardly ever left him unoccu-
pied; she would be at hand with books, music, games—harmless
seven-up, which they played for fun, not the dreadful devastating
poker. She would take Papa driving, and they would call on
friends, sitting on the gallery, so that the attendant might keep in
sight without calling attention to himself. Everybody knew what
he was doing, but everybody pretended not to know, and Papa also
pretended.

But there were hours in the night when he could not sleep, and
would lie brooding. There were hours in the day when he would
pretend to be asleep, just so that he might eat himself up with brood-
ing. Was it that he did not believe in the game of family love he
was playing? Was it that he did not believe in any part of the life
he lived? Maggie May used to wonder, in the long years that she
had to look back upon this stage of her life. Was it that Papa was
in the wrong environment? Was he meant to be some sort of hero,
a great political leader, or soldier in a war of liberation; that he
had energies locked up in him which he had no way to use, and so
he chafed himself to death? That might be true of all the fine and
brave and beautiful men whom she watched going to their doom
with liquor. Something was wrong with the times, that such men
did not have adequate ways of self-expression.

IX

Some time during the night the attendant fell asleep; and Papa
rose, and slipped in his stockinged feet into the bathroom, and there
took a safety razor blade, and stole silently out of the room. He
was considerate, as ever; he did not want to desecrate the house
which his loved ones occupied, so he went out of doors. Perhaps
he thought with a shudder of the half-wild hogs which now and
then came out of the swamps and rooted up the lawn under the
oak trees. He went into the dairy-house, a low building of white-
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washed bricks, having a stone floor inside, easy to clean. He closed
the door behind him and sat down in the darkness, and carefully
and neatly sliced into the arteries, first of one wrist and then the
other; making lengthwise cuts, so as not to sever the cords in the
wrist, which would have made it impossible to operate on the other
wrist. To make doubly sure, he took a deep slash into one of the
blood-vessels of his neck; after which he lay with head and wrists
considerately placed over a drain. No doubt he brooded upon his
sins and failures, until he fell asleep—this time without the help of
drugs.’

Maggie May was awakened by a tapping upon her door, just at
daylight. It was the attendant, who had awakened and discovered
his patient gone. The girl sprang up, and got into her dressing-
gown and started towards the door, when she heard a shriek from
one of the Negro women outside. She guessed what it meant, and
rushed downstairs. By that time the women in the kitchen and
outside were screaming, but none could say the dreadful thing they
had seen. “In de dairy-house!”—that was all, and then, “Oh, Miss
Maggie May! Oh, Miss Maggie May!” When she got to the
dairy-house, there was just light enough to see her father stretched
out upon his face, and the long stream of what she knew was blood.
She ran to him, and needed only to touch his face to realize that he
was dead; it was as cold as everything else in the place.

Something rose up inside the girl, something convulsive, cata-
clysmal; she wanted to give way and shriek, like the Negro women
who were crowding behind her. But instantly came her training:
“No, no! I'll have to help Mama!” She would always have to help
somebody, doing things that others were not strong enough to do.
She turned, and started to command the Negro women to be silent.
But it was too late, they were yelling all over the place, and some
could not forego the excitement of running to Mrs. Chilcote.

A minute or two later the mother came, with hair streaming, and
not even her stockings on—an unthinkable, almost unmentionable
thing in connection with a Southern lady. She behaved just as
Maggie May had foreseen—throwing herself upon the body, emit-
‘ting a series of harrowing criés. She turned it over, turned the
pitiful face up, ghastly white where it was not bloody, and soiled
with dirt from the floor. She began shaking him, crying to him to
answer her: “Roger! Roger! Speak to me! Roger, what have you
done?”

The girl had to intervene. “He’s dead, Mama.”
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The mother’s eyes stared at her for an instant. “Dead?” She
burst into sobbing, and threw herself down and began kissing the
face, covered with clotted blood—kissing it on cheeks, lips, and
glassy, lifeless eyes. The Negro women, who wanted only the ex-
ample of a white person to set them off, were tearing their hair, one
or two of them falling down and rolling in convulsions, as they
were accustomed to do at “revivals.”

That mustn’t go on, of course; the white people had to keep their
self-mastery, in order to rule the blacks. Again and again the girl
had to fight back impulses of hysteria, and take command of the
situation. ‘“No, Mama, you mustn’t behave like that! Listen,
Mama!” She had to pull the frantic woman from the body; she
had to grasp her, and speak commandingly. “Listen, Mama! Papa
is all right! He has got away from his sufferings!” The idea came
to her all at once, like a burst of light in her mind. Papa wasn’t
having any more pain!

But this consolation was not for a Southern lady of the old school.
Mrs. Chilcote stared at her daughter for an instant with horrible,
seeming-insane eyes, and then screamed: “He’s in hell! Oh! My
poor Roger has gone to hell I

Maggie May had overlooked that view of the matter. Most
people believed in hell, but Papa had not believed, and his daughter,
without realizing it, had come to assume that he was right. But
not Mama. She knelt on the bloody stone floor of the dairy-house,
her hands stretched up to a stern Arbiter in the sky. “Oh, God,
save my poor Roger! Oh, Christ, have mercy on him! Oh, Jesus,
don’t send my Roger to hell!”” The Negroes, having doubt about
the genuine sulphur and brimstone, were on their knees shouting
in a futuristic chorus: “Lord Jesus, save us! Lord Jesus, save po’
Massa Roger!”

So Maggie May had to take charge of things, with not a moment
to spare for grief. She had to order the attendant to go and ’phone
to the doctor, and then to the other members of the family at their
homes. She had to send one of the Negro men for the manager
of the plantation, put this man in charge, have the wailing chorus
driven out, and get her mother separated from the body—no easy
task. She had to see that pails of water were brought, and the poor
dead face washed clean of blood and dirt, and the gaping empty
wounds in wrists and neck bound with cloths, and a suit of fresh
pajamas put on the body. All this was wrong from the point of
view of the law, for the body should have been left undisturbed
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until the coroner had examined it; but the law on Pointe Chilcote
then was the will of a seventeen-year-old girl.

After the body had been laid on the bed in Papa’s room, Maggie
May had to go back to her mother, now surrounded by sisters-in-
law and nieces, and strive once more to remove from the distracted
mind the cruel image of her husband burning in fires of brimstone
and sulphur. Oh, all the things that she might have done for that
poor man! All the words of love she had failed to speak! All the
wrongs she had committed, the impatience with his weakness—she
had even threatened to leave him several times, and now, of course,
it came back to torture her memory; the angry words turned to fire,
and burned her soul, and she was the one who was in hell!

All that day Maggie May went about, never resting, and most of
the night she sat by her mother’s bedside, pleading, whispering
words of comfort. That went on until after the funeral, with no
time to indulge in tears. She had to keep holding the magical
thought before her, that Papa had escaped; wherever he was, he
wasn’t drinking any more, he wasn’t suffering the craving for drink.
She even thought—a fleeting idea that she would not harbor, be-
cause it seemed so dreadful—that maybe Papa had taken the best
way out of his troubles. Only one thing must really have hurt
him—the vision of his loved ones finding his dead body, and getting
such an awful shock!

Maggie May got this shock, even though she did not show the
effects. The way she “bore up” was a marvel to the members of
the family; but all the time deep scars were being graven in her
soul, and the time would come when these would show, in actions
and points of view difficult for the others to understand. Maggie
May Chilcote was going to be, in her own quiet way, that unpleasant
thing known to her family as a “strong-minded woman”!



CHAPTER THREE . TARLETON HOUSE

I

IT WAS the afternoon of a warm day in October, and a shaft of

pale sunshine lay upon the old brownstone houses on the north
side of the street; one of those old residence streets in the west
twenties of Manhattan, half-way through the process of being
crowded out by business. Across the way was an office building,
next to that an Italian restaurant, next to that a wholesale stocking
establishment, and on the corner a jewelry store; but on the north
side was still a row of half a dozen old-fashioned “brownstone
fronts,” and three of these, joined together, comprised “the Tarleton
House,” a boarding place which chose to be known as a “family
hotel.” It has no sign in front, and took no part in vulgar competi-
tion for trade; content to remain what it had been for thirty years,
“a high class establishment catering to an exclusive clientele,” mainly
from the states south of Mason and Dixon’s line.

In the waning sunshine on the front steps sat two young men,
talking in the low, soft voices of Southerners. They were not
troubled by the haze of dust and fumes of motor-cars, the occasional
squealing of brakes and honk of horns; they were absorbed in the
elucidating of a fascinating subject, the significance of imagist
poetry. Jerry Tyler, who was twenty-one, was condescending to
explain it to Kip Tarleton, who was eighteen. “They strive for a
sharp, cutting edge. They want to get away from hazy emotions,
and get their effects in clear-cut images, cold and bright.”

“What I can’t make out,” said the younger, “is how they tell
where to divide the lines.”

Jerry explained patiently that the rhythm of the new poetry was
not fixed in advance; it was determined by the content, and changed
with the moods the poet was trying to express.

“I guess it changes too fast for me,” said the other, humbly, “I
never had anybody to explain it to me, and what poetry I've read is
the sort that has rhymes, and anybody can recognize.”

42
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“You like to hear the bell ring—

“Keeping time, keeping time,
In a sort of runic rhyme.”

“Gee, don’t you like that?” queried Kip, naively.

“It’s all right, only we know it too well,” replied Jerry.

Kip Tarleton sighed. “I wish I could have got to go to college,
and had such things explained to me.’

“Is it too late yet?”

“Too late? Well, you can see how it is. I'm stuck here, it looks
like it was for life. Father isn’t a good business man, and mother
and Aunt Sue work harder than any two women ought.” He turned
and glanced through the open doorway of the house, to see if any-
body was seeking the services of clerk, porter, bell-boy, trouble-
shooter or shock-absorber.

“Some day you’ll get a chance and break away,” said Jerry, firmly.
“Where there’s a will there’s a way.”

“I think about it, naturally, but I can’t figure how. It might be
different if I had talent, like you.” Kip gazed at his companion,
exhibiting a talent for admiration of which he was wholly unaware.
“To come up to New York, fresh out of college, and get a job on
a big daily—how did you manage it?”

“Mostly luck,” said the lucky one. ‘““The chap who taught me
literature at Tulane had come to New York, and he happened to
know a city editor, and got us together for lunch. So you see, I had
a chance to speak for myself, and to shove in some stuff.”

“Yes, but it wouldn’t have helped unless the stuff was good,”

insisted the hero-worshipper. He rose. “There’s somebody at the
desk ; excuse me.”

II

It was old Mrs. Cardozo, who had come from Tennessee, and
Joccupied with her husband the third floor back in number 37. She
'had just received her weekly bill, and had waddled down the two
flights of stairs to explain to Kip that the item of $1.84 which had
been paid on a C.O.D. package was an error; it should have been
$1.64. Did not Kip remember how she had asked him to take care
of that package when it came for her? Kip remembered; but the
charge on the package had been $1.84; he would look up the slip
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for her. While he was looking, the old lady was declaring in a
querulous voice that it was positively $1.64, she remembered what
the clerk at the store had said, it had been reduced from $2.50; it
was a blue Japanese vase that she had wanted to send to her daugh-
ter in Nashville for a birthday present, and the clerk had said to
her:

Kip found the slip, which read $1.84. “Then the store has over-
charged me!” insisted the monotonous old voice. ‘I wish you had
refused to pay the bill. Don’t you remember that I told you the
proper amount ?”’

Kip answered patiently that unfortunately he didn’t remember,
but that if Mrs. Cardozo would make complaint to the store, they
would no doubt pay her the twenty cents. He wondered if it was
up to him to offer to make up the loss out of his own pocket; any-
how, he had to be polite, so he listened while the old lady went over
the story again: it was a blue Japanese vase that she had wanted
to send to her daughter in Nashville for a birthday present, and she
would have been sorry to have the package sent back, because there
had barely been time enough to get it into the mail. But the item
of $1.84 was certainly an overcharge, because when she had bought
it, the clerk had said

Again Kip remarked politely that no doubt the store would rectify
the error. No doubt Mrs. Cardozo would be going back there again.
“Never!” she broke in, emphatically. “I wouldn’t deal with a place
which sold me a vase for $1.64, and collected $1.84 when I hap-
pened not to be at home.” She started for the third time to tell
how positive she was of what the clerk had said at the time of the
purchase. Kip must not show impatience, because Judge Cardozo
and his wife had been living at the Tarleton House longer than he
had been living onearth; the old gentleman’s father had been a
supreme court judge in Tennessee, while the old lady’s father had
been a colonel on the staff of General Lee. There was no “better
blood” in the South than that which ran in the veins of the Cardozos.

She started for the fourth time: “The clerk said to me——"

But now Kip’s patience was beginning to weaken. “I'm sure the
store will refund it, Mrs. Cardozo. But if you feel that it’s my
error, of course I'll be willing to stand the loss.”

The old lady’s face softened. “Oh, no, Kip, I wouldn’t think of
that; but it makes me indignant that a big store should do such a
thing. They ought to be above it. But it’s not your fault, Kip.”

Yes, she was a kind old lady; but also she was poor, and had
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to watch every penny; the only reason she, could afford to buy a
vase for her daughter was that the daughter sent her an allowance.
Kip knew that, as he knew nearly everything about the financial
affairs of everybody in the Tarleton House; sooner or later they
got behind with their board-money, and had to explain matters to
his mother or his Aunt Sue. “Judge” Cardozo—it was a courtesy
title—had some sort of insurance agency, and was hardly able to
pay for desk-room, and of late had to get along without a stenog-
rapher.

Yet they were people of distinction, with especially good manners,
and especially good blood! It was a problem you were always con-
fronting, in conducting a “family hotel.” Those who had manners
and blood were seldom those who had money; and you were driven,
by the pressure of everyday needs, to appreciate those who were
able to pay their weekly bills without argument and without delay.
Mr. Marin, who came from Spain, and was in the business of im-
porting cheeses, was stout, and wore colored waistcoats, and laughed
loudly, and blew his nose at the dinner-table; but he occupied the
second floor front in number 37, and paid thirty dollars a week
every Saturday night without fail; so it was hard not to respect the
cheese business.

Thus it was that peoplé’s souls were made sordid; and Kip Tarle-
ton wondered how his frail and sensitive mother was able to stand
it. Always having to worry and fret, to watch people, and judge
the state of their pocket-books, and squeeze money out of them—
that had been her life, and his also—ever since he could remember.
His mother and father had taken over the Tarleton House when
he was seven, and he had been present at all the family councils, and
early developed the feeling of having to help carry the burden. But
always at the same time his mother had given him the idea that he
was a Southern gentleman, and must not let himself be demoralized
by living among the Yankees.

The South itself was being demoralized, he heard people saying.
The Yankees were moving in, and setting up factories and offices,
and people were speculating, and scrambling for riches, and getting
the psychology of the vulgar rich. But whatever might happen,
there would be one oasis of gentility left, this “family hotel” in the
west twenties of Manhattan. Here the rent would always be col-
lected with politeness, and you would hear about chivalry, and the
superiority of Southern cooking, and who had been who south of
Mason and Dixon’s line. There would still be fried mush with



46 THE WET PARADE

the chicken, and hot bread three times every day, and no such abom-
ination as sugar in corn-bread. Here every gentleman would listen
politely to what any lady had to say, even if she had said it three
times already.

II1

Jerry Tyler, of the staff of the New York “World,” sat on the
steps and finished his cigarette, listening vaguely to the conversation
inside, and frowning impatiently. Lord, how much time these old
Southerners had! Poor as she was, Mrs. Cardozo had nothing to
do. And what a life for that poor kid! How did he manage to
keep his temper, listening to complaints of old ladies whose fathers
had been on the staff of General Lee? Jerry’s own job was a bore,
for they had put him on the obituary column, and he spent his time
collecting data and writing up obscure careers. But at least he got
a chance to move about!

Jerry was a reconstructed Southerner, who was teaching himself
to say his vowels quickly, and to pronounce the letter “r.” Lean and
brisk, and full of determination, he walked about the streets of
Manhattan, and while he asked questions as to recently deceased
inhabitants, his sharp black eyes were roaming in a search for what
he called “material.” His mind was made up that he was not going
to stay in newspaper work; he was going to achieve the feat known
as “breaking into the magazines.” There was a certain predatory
aspect to his glance, under a pair of beetling, dark brows. Let him
find his meat, and he would pounce upon it!

Old Mrs. Cardozo went upstairs, and Kip came out and resumed
his seat on the broad top step, and his naive questions about the
writing game. He was deeply respectful toward Jerry’s vocation,
and the older man found his admiration as pleasant as the October
sunshine. He told himself that his affection for the youngster was
based on pity; it was a shame for a fellow to be tied down to such
a grind, a sort of general handy man in this old chicken-coop full
of antiquated and broken-down aristocrats. But the fact was that
Kip served as a shock-absorber for Jerry, as he did for all the other
inmates of the Tarleton House. Kip could always be counted upon
as an interested and admiring listener to comments upon the literary
game, and to Jerry’s plans for a part in it. If things went wrong,
Kip would be sympathetic, as he had been to Mrs. Cardozo. When
he heard about people’s troubles—as he did every day of his life—
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his forehead would pucker into a frown, the wrinkles, oddly enough,
running horizontally. The shrewd Jerry recalled this as a charac-
teristic of the monkey tribe, and entered the item in his mental note-
book as a lively bit of description.

“Devilish job you have,” he commented.

“I suppose it seems so,” replied Kip.

“Seems to me you’d have murdered some of 'em.”

“No, they are mostly kind-hearted, and honest. When things go
wrong, it usually isn’t their fault.”

“Not if you believe what they tell you,” observed Jerry, in the
reconstructed, modern manner. During his six months’ sojourn in
the Tarleton House, he had many times speculated upon the value
of this collection of obsolete Southerners as “copy.” But he had
decided that they wouldn’t 'do; they were not really people, they were
ghosts, living in a dead past; and Jerry was a modern.

That was the trouble with Jerry, as he diagnosed himself ; he was
apt to decide against too many subjects. He had the ability to see
quickly through the shams and pretenses of things; after which, he
was merely bored with them. That was why he had been so deter-
mined to get away from Louisiana, where he had been born; the
old stuff—the “chivalry’” and “aristocracy”—had long since de-
cayed ; while the “new South,” the world of “progress” and “‘boost-
ing,” was as disgusting as the same kind of tripe in the North.
During his college days at Tulane, Jerry had decided that college
also was ““the bunk” ; culture, as they ladled it out to you in courses,
whether in the North or in the South, was beneath the contempt
of a true lover of belles lettres.

“The trouble is, my critical faculties are overdeveloped.” Jerry
was thinking out loud for the benefit of his young friend. “What
I’'m destined for is some kind of desk job on a magazine.”

“Don’t they pay well ?”” inquired Kip—who understood but vaguely
the higher aspects of the literary life. :

“Yes, some of them; but the trouble is, you read other people’s
writings, instead of creating things of your own. I watch myself—
I start to feel an emotion, and in the middle it’s checked by some
kind of literary thought: what does this mean, what’s the value of
it, how would it sound in a book, and so on. Take this place, for
example”’—Jerry nodded his head towards the inside of the Tarleton
House. “You've lived here most of your life, so you take it as a
matter of course. I come along, and it’s new to me—this cage full
of decayed Southern gentlefolk transported to Yankeeland, and try-
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ing to keep their gentility alive. They are like a lot of queer birds
from the tropics, suddenly alighted in an Arctic landscape, and
struggling to survive. So many pretenses, maladjustments, come-
dies, tragedies—Lord, Kip, if a Balzac were to come along and
spend a few months in this aviary, you'd have a novel that would
set fire to the town.”

“Yes, I suppose so,” admitted Kip, somewhat dubiously; he could
not avoid thinking of certain distressing secrets, and the effect of
publicity upon the financial affairs of his mother and father and
Aunt Sue.

“But here I am,” continued Jerry, “and all I get is the boredom
of the damn thing. I think: Good God, if I had to listen to old
Mrs. What's-her-name trying to get twenty cents off her bill! I hate
the old lady, when I ought to be studying her. So it is that some
day you'll see me sitting at a desk, self-assured and impressive,
telling younger writers what’s the matter with their stuff.”

“There have to be editors,” said Kip, consolingly.

“But I want to create!” exclaimed the other. After a pause, he
added : “Roger says I can be his editor. And that’ll be a real job.
At least I won’t be bored.”

There was a pause, while Jerry’s mind started onto a new line
of thought, familiar to Kip. Jerry could seldom talk about modern
literature without mentioning the name of his friend Roger Chilcote.
“There’s the poet that’s got the real stuff! The sure-enough ele-
mental impulse! Take my word, Rodge is going to knock them
cold! Watch the newspapers—you’ll see him make the front page!”

Roger Chilcote had been Jerry’s chum at Tulane University.
These two had “bucked” the solid phalanx of Philistinism that was
called education in Louisiana. “Rodge” had edited a monthly lit-
erary magazine, which had climbed defiantly to the apex of “high-
brow” art, and had been so tolerant of unconventionality that one
issue had been suppressed before it saw the light of day. Now
“Rodge” was buried somewhere down on the Gulf Coast, writing
a slender volume that was to give a new direction to American
poetry. When a letter came from him, Jerry would read passages
aloud, and Kip would listen with admiration written all over his
serious young face. If there were samples of the poetry enclosed,
he would offer to copy them on the office typewriter, and would sit
for a long time with the queer, horizontal wrinkles in his brow,
trying to figure out what the poet meant by that singular juxta-
position of words, and where could be the rhythm which seemed to
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change before it got started. But it must be something wonderful
to awaken such enthusiasm in the sceptical Jerry Tyler. “Oh, boy!
Isn’t that hot stuff? Won't that knock them cold?”

v

The conversation was interrupted by a gentleman arriving from
the street. He was fifty years of age, broad-shouldered, florid, with
hair dyed black; dressed in an ostentatious manner, and carrying a
silver-headed cane with easy gestures. When he saw them, he
waved the cane, and exhibited two rows of shining white teeth
beneath a pair of black mustaches, also dyed, and worn in the gen-
erous style of his forefathers. “‘Good afternoon, Mr. Tyler. Good
afternoon, son.”

It was Powhatan Tarleton, proprietor of the “family hotel.” He
had been walking with an abstracted manner and worried expression
of the face: but the moment he saw “company,” he threw back his
chest and began to radiate geniality. ‘“What has happened to the
New York ‘World’?” he demanded, on his way up the steps of
brownstone which led to the front door.

“Wednesday is my day off,” explained the reporter.

“Ah, young man, I knew there was something wrong with the
quality of the ‘World” on Thursdays!” “Pow” Tarleton put such
a wealth of good-fellowship into everything he said, you felt that
you were the one person in the world who inspired him to real gaiety.
Impossible not to respond to his cordiality!

“Mr. Tyler, I realize what a strain the literary life puts upon the
nervous system. I once had the honor of knowing intimately the
editor of our leading daily paper in Richmond, and he assured me
that every editorial in that publication represented an expenditure
of not less than a quart of the best Monongahela rye.”

“That would sound conservative in a modern newspaper office,
Mr. Tarleton.”

“Well, sir!”"—the coal black eyes of Pow Tarleton began to -

,sparkle as if a fire had been lighted behind them—"Well, sir, I have
in my locker just about two quarts of some old Kentucky Bourbon,
that I get from a friend in the blue grass country, and if you'll just
step back to my room B

“Thank you, sir,” broke in the other, returning the smile, but at
the same time stealing a look out of a corner of his eye at the sombre
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face of Kip. “Thank you, sir, but my doctor has forbidden me to
indulge before dinner-time.”

“My dear boy! You trust these Yankee doctors, that feed you
on gruel and slops! Take my word for it, this stuff of mine will
put the hair on your chest! Look at me, look at me, sir!’—here
Pow smote the top button of his silk-braided waistcoat. ““Young
man, I've got the pelt of a bear under here! If I hadn’t been born
into one of the old families of Richmond, I could have earned my
living in the side-show of a circus—the wild man from Borneo
who bends railroad iron over his knee and bites nails with his naked
teeth!” )

Jerry smiled, but not with the proper enthusiasm; and one who
had been born in Virginia, no matter how “wild” he might be,
would never fail to realize when his charms were not appreciated.
“Well,” he sighed, “if I can’t find companionship, I must take my
consolation alone. I leave you to your literary themes, which are
so far above my uncultivated head.”

With another flourish of the silver-headed cane, Pow went inside.
After he had entered his private room in the rear of the office,
there was a silence; until Jerry remarked, “There’s a character all
ready-made for our American Balzac.”

“I suppose so,” said Kip; “but you wouldn’t expect me to enjoy
reading that book.”

“Where does he get his Kentucky Bourbon, Kip?”

“Oh, at Sandkuhl’s, round the corner. He keeps a bottle with
an old label, to pour it from. I don’t like to tell on him, but you
might as well know, in case you're ever tempted.

“No, I'm cutting down on it,” said Jerry. “This New York pace
is fast enough anyhow.”

“It’s been too fast for father,” said Kip. “I suppose if we’d
stayed in Richmond &

“Hell, no,” said Jerry. “They don’t guzzle it down in one gulp,
but they have more time, so the net result is the same. Don’t take
it so hard, kid; you can’t help your father.”

“I know, I gave it up a long time ago. I'm trying to help my
mother.”

Kip’s friendly blue-grey eyes had grown dark with pain, and
there seemed almost to be tears in them. Said Jerry: “Don’t let it
get you, son; he isn’t so bad as he seems to you. He makes himself
agreeable. He’s part of the atmosphere of this institution.”

“Oh, sure, I know that. He’s what they’re used to; most of them
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think he’s distinguished. But I can’t see anything to admire in the
business of being good-natured and generous with your last penny,
and leaving the worrying and saving to your wife. I often wonder
why Mother doesn’t drive him out. But women are funny. She
lays down the law to him, but she won’t allow one word of criticism
of him from any one else. She even defends him to me; she explains
that his pride was so hurt when he failed in Wall Street that he took
to drinking for consolation. She actually blames the drink instead
of blaming him for giving in to it.”

“Some women are cut out for martyrdom,” said Jerry; “and some
women’s sons, also.”

“Well, shucks, when things have to be done, somebody has to
do them, that’s all.”

“There’s a sapient personage that writes a column in this rag
of ours”—Jerry waved a copy of the “World,” which he had rolled
up like a club for purposes of gesticulation. “I’m told he consumes
a good deal more than a quart for each paragraph; and he tells us
this morning that responsibilities are what shape the characters of
men; the overcoming of early difficulties made all the great leaders
of history.”

“I know,” said Pow Tarleton’s only son. ‘I wish I had that
guy, to put him on the desk and let him answer complaints and

carry ice water, while I finish typing those new poems of Roger
Chilcote.”

A%

Kip Tarleton would not have talked thus frankly about his father
to other persons. But youth as well as age craves someone to
confide in; and Jerry was the only one in the hotel of suitable age
and mentality. He came from south of Mason and Dixon’s line,
so he already knew Pow’s type; the “professional Southerner,” full
of large, expansive phrases, of noble ideals derived from a vanished
past, and wholly out of relation to a despised present; generous
with things he did not earn, and even with those he did not own;
a gambler and “game sport,” free with whisky as with words; the
soul of gallantry to ladies, and of bonhomie to men; delightful to
those who had only to listen to him, and did not expect any real
service or effort.

Moreover, there wasn’t much use trying to hide your troubles in
the Tarleton House, where the busy tongues of gossip saw to it
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that everybody knew everything before the day’s sun had faded.
Three years ago, after Pow had disappeared on one of his pro-
tracted “sprees,” it had been necessary for his wife to interview
each and every boarder, informing him or her that Mrs. Tarleton
was the true proprietor and manager of the establishment, and that
all money was to be paid to her, and none to her husband. There-
after, the husband could get only the allowance she made him, plus
what he could bluff out of others.

The Tarleton family had come to New York soon after Kip’s
birth, and Pow’s social charm had been rented out to a Wall Street
bond broker, a business at which he made a success. But unfor-
tunately he could not resist the lure of the market; he was a born
“sucker,” because of his conviction that he knew everything, and
that his Virginia ancestry made him proof against the snares of
despised Yankees. He was quickly “cleaned out,” and thereafter
the little family had to exist upon a slender patrimony belonging to
the wife, and rigidly held on to.

The boarding-house had at that time been conducted by another
man, who was old, and took Mrs. Tarleton as his assistant, in
return for the family’s board. When he died, she invested her
belongings in the furnishings, good will, and lease of the establish-
ment; and so Kip’s destiny was laid out for him: to grow up in
the presence of a thousand petty responsibilities, which renewed
themselves every day, and fell upon the shoulders of anyone who
failed to step out of their way.

At the outset of his life, Kip had considered that he had a
marvellous father: full of fun and laughter, always ready to turn
into a child, to run faster and shout louder than anybody; with
an inexhaustible fund of stories about animals, Negroes, Indians—
Pow boasted himself the descendant of an Indian chieftain nearly
three hundred years back, and he possessed the costume of such a
chieftain, which he had acquired for a fancy dress ball. He knew
how to dance war-dances and whoop war-whoops, and having
thrilled a whole ballroom with such stunts, he could hardly fail to
delight one small boy.

But, as he grew up, Kip had been forced to realize that the
Indian costume was eaten with mothholes, and the character of the
Big Chief was in an even worse condition. Kip had had to see
his mother crying, and hear her wrangling and fussing—and had
to listen and decide who was right! Now, after eighteen years,
Kip’s attitude had become fixed; he was his mother’s patient helper,
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while for his father he felt a scorn which he put into words only
now and then, when some fresh imposition came to light.

The Big Chief stayed on, because if he had gone anywhere else he
would have had to sacrifice his status as a Virginia gentleman of the
old school. He had free board and laundry, and every Saturday
night a five dollar bill—unless he had managed to get hold of some
of the money which was being taken in and paid out in the business.
He would take his funds to Sandkuhl’s, the corner saloon, and try
to increase them by petty gambling; he would spend the remainder
for whisky, which would sustain hospitality in his private “office”
—a hospitality shrewdly apportioned to those who returned it in
double measure. Thus Pow kept his status as an “F. F. V.,” and
was not too much ashamed of the boarding-house. Was it not
known that the daughters of General So-and-so had taken in wash-
ing for a living at the close of the Civil War? A Southern lady
or gentleman could do whatever was necessary, and never lose
social standing with right-minded persons. And so Pow allowed
his wife to do what was necessary. In order that he might not
feel that he was shifting his burden to a woman’s frail shoulders,
he persuaded himself that he was the real master of the establish-
ment, and that it was his prestige, his brilliance and social charm,
which accounted for the popularity of the place. '

Pow had a shelf of Civil War books, the contents of which he
knew thoroughly. This made him a scholar—which was also
according to the Southern tradition. He carried in his head the
family-trees of the F. F. V.’s from the time of Jamestown to the
present. He knew the name of every bay from the Chesapeake
to Mobile in which oysters grew, and professed to be able to tell
from which bay any particular lot had come. He boasted of having
once eaten six dozen of the largest size, plus half a dozen quail
upon a wager, and still preserved the silk hat he had won by this
feat. He was an expert chef—provided that it was some expensive
and fancy dish to be concocted : terrapin stew with sherry wine, wild
turkey with chestnut stuffing, fruit cake soaked in brandy. When
Christmas festivities came, or when one of the guests of the estab-
lishment had a birthday party, then Pow would expand to the
proportions of Santa Claus, and romp all over the place, keeping
people in roars of laughter. But if on an ordinary day his wife or
cister-in-law Sue asked him to step round the corner and get half
a dozen lemons, he would identify himself in feelings with Jefferson
Davis chained in his prison-cell, and the whole South would quiver
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with shame at the spectacle of a gentleman having to do menial
work.

VI

Taylor Tibbs came through the open doorway, on his way to
the street. “Hah’ye, Mista Kip, Mista Tyleh?”

“Darn your black hide, Taylor,” said Kip. “Have you finished
scrubbing that kitchen floor ?”’

“Naw, suh, Mista Kip, suh. Major Pennyman, he wants me to
git him a pail o’ suds. I’ll be right back, suh.”

“Taylor Tibbs, remember what I told you, if you drink out
of that pail, I’ll break every bone in your body I’

“Yaz, suh, Mista Kip, suh.” The Negro’s grin exhibited two
rows of pearly white teeth, which he could have sold to some
multimillionaire of the city for one of the millions. He was big
enough to have picked up Kip and broken him—which was exactly
what made the conversation so en joyable.

“And don’t you stand round in Sandkuhl’s talking to that white
trash I’

“Naw, suh, I don’t have no truck with them white trash. ‘Gimme
two quarts o’ suds,’ I says, and home I comes!” And down the
steps went Taylor, swinging his tin pail. It was a process known
to New Yorkers as “rushing the growler,” and if you carried the
pail of beer yourself, you were declassed, and the place where you
lived was a vulgar tenement; but if you sent a Negro servant with
a pail, that was in accordance with the rules of all “family hotels.”

“How have you managed to keep Taylor from the corruptions
of Harlem?” inquired Jerry.

“We had to fire him a couple of times,” said the other, “but he
comes back. He’s got no use for Yankees. The last time he applied
for a job in a private home, the lady of the house told him to sit
down while she talked to him, and Taylor knew that was the wrong
atmosphere. ‘I wouldn’t work for no white woman what told me
to set in a cheer.’”

“You'd think New York would knock that out of them in a
week,” said Jerry.

“It does, with most. You notice we employ white girls in the
dining-room. We can’t stand these wenches that have lived up
north, and got too big for their breeches.’”

“It’s a good thing to let the North have a taste of the Negro
problem,” remarked the gentleman from Louisiana.
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“You bet,” said Kip. ‘“They can have my share.” His eye was
following the figure of the black man. ‘Look at that rascal, damn
his hide!”

“What'’s he doing?”

“Looking back to see if I'm following him. He’s bound to get
a swig out of that pail of beer. I've caught him twice, and now he’s
on his guard.”

“They’re writing books about the new Negro world up in Har-
lem,” remarked Jerry—with whom all topics led to books.

“So I hear.”

“The niggers are learning to write about it themselves. It gives
me a pain. Imagine critics writing learned articles about books of
poetry by high yaller ladies!”

“Well, I suppose you can teach them any tricks, if you take the
time,” commented Kip.

“People here in New York are always looking for some new
sensation. They’ve got a nigger actor on Broadway.”

The two young men continued to discuss the intellectual life of
Afro-America in this inhospitable spirit, until Taylor Tibbs came in
sight again, with his pail of beer and wide-spreading grin. “The
rascal!” said Kip. “He knows what he’s done, and he knows I
know, but I haven’t got the goods on him.”

“Where did he get that scar across his cheek?” inquired the
reporter.

“A souvenir of some wench up in Harlem. I manage to keep
him sober, but I can’t keep him chaste.”” Then to Taylor, who was
half-way up the steps: “Let me see that pail, you black rascal.”

“Yaz, suh,” said Taylor Tibbs, who was prepared for this
procedure, having been making up his speeches all the way to
Sandkuhl’s and back. “I ain’t had the cover off’n it, Mista Kip,
I swear I ain’t.”

Kip lifted the cover. “Look at that beer, you bobtailed monkey!
A full inch gone out of it! I'm going to kill you some day, sure
as you're born.” ‘

“It’s bound to slop over some, Mista Kip, suh. You can’t carry
no pail o’ suds and not lose it, runnin’ under the cover.”

“I've given you fair warning about drinking the white folk’s
beer. Now I'm going to dock your pay on Saturday night.”

“Hones’, I ain’t done it, Mista Kip! When it run out under the
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cover, I wiped it off on my sleeve, suh. You know I wouldn’t
want to slop no suds onto the carpet.”

“Go on, you rascal, take it up to Major Pennyman.” Taylor
stood there grinning, enjoying the thrill of pretending his pay was
going to be “docked,” although he knew it wouldn’t really happen.
“You get back to that kitchen floor,” exclaimed Kip, “and don’t
quit until you finish it.”

“Naw, suh, not unless’n somebody takes me off’n it again.”

That was the way with Taylor Tibbs; somebody was always
taking him “off'n” things. It was, “Taylor, come carry up this
trunk,” and Taylor would toss it onto his shoulder, and march
proudly up three flights of stairs. It was, “Taylor, go get the
laundry in room twenty-eight,” or it was “Taylor, go see what'’s
leaking in room twelve.” ‘Mista Pow” would say, “Taylor, shine
these shoes for me, quick,” and “Miss Sue” would say, “Taylor,
run down to the corner and get me a quarter’s worth of corrosive
sublimate. Those theatrical people in the west house have brought
bugs into the room, and they are blaming it upon us.” Taylor
would go, and do what he was told, carrying with him everywhere
that exhibit of pearly white teeth, made for smiles.

VII

The postman came upon his afternoon round. He always had a
goodly supply of mail for the Tarleton House, a separate bundle
bound with a leather strap. Guests who happened to be in the
central room, known as the “office,” would gather expectantly, while
Kip performed his task of sorting out the letters and sticking them
into a rack of pigeon-holes. There were two letters for Jerry
Tyler: the first in a legal-size envelope, heavy and solid, with the
name of a well-known story magazine. That would contain a polite
but firm rejection-slip, so it was fortunate that it was balanced by
another letter, postmarked “Acadia, La.” Kip knew this hand
writing at a glance; it was from Roger Chilcote, and Kip’s blue-
grey eyes followed Jerry wistfully as he went out to the front steps,
opening the letter as he walked.

Kip himself couldn’t go, because there was a letter for Mrs.
Faulkner, in room 17, and he had promised to carry it up to her
as soon as it arrived. She had been waiting for the past week, and
Kip knew by the handwriting that it was from her husband, a
travelling salesman. The wife was awaiting a check, and had been
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promising to pay her bill the moment it arrived, and of course it
was Kip’s duty to make this possible. He took the letter upstairs,
and Mrs. Faulkner, as conscientious as she was sociable, asked him
to come inside and sit down, while she opened the letter, and read
him bits of the news, and endorsed the check to the Tarleton House,
and agreed that it was to cover two week’s board, and that he might
give her the change when she came downstairs later on, on her way
to some shopping. 4

Kip returned to the office, and made out a bill for Mrs. Faulkner,
and receipted it, noting on it the amount of the check and the
number, and the amount of cash paid. He was not only a hotel-
clerk and shock-absorber, but a banker on an extensive scale, and
had to be able to appraise a piece of paper at a moment’s glance,
and estimate how large a proportion of it might safely be turned
into cash. Mr. Marin, the importer of cheeses, was good for any
amount, while young Stanley Dubree was on the blacklist entirely,
despite the fact that his father was a leading lawyer of Memphis.
There were all stages between, and a language of apology which you
had to know, so as to render your decisions with a minimum of
offense.

By the time Kip rejoined Jerry, the latter had read Roger’s letter
twice through. Kip saw at a glance that something serious was
wrong. His friend’s black eyes were troubled, and his brows were
set in a deep frown. ‘“‘Something terrible, Kip; Roger’s father has
killed himself!”

“Good God!” said the youngster.

“Went out into the dairy in the middle of the night, and severed
the veins in his neck and both wrists. He was dead when they found
him.”

“What was it about?”

“Rodge doesn’t say. No doubt it was drink; the old man had
got to be a regular tank.”

Kip was deeply shocked. He had never met any of these Chil-
cotes, but Jerry had told him so much about them that he thought
,of them as friends. Jerry had visited Pointe Chilcote, and had
roomed with Roger during two years of college; he had pictures of
his chum, and dozens of letters, and a hundred or two of alleged
poems, all of which had been studied by Kip. Jerry had even read
aloud Roger’s comments on what Jerry had written about the
Tarleton House and its youthful shock-absorber.

“What’s that going to mean to him?” Kip asked.
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“That’s just what’s worrying me. He hasn’t had a chance to
figure it out, of course; but he’s reproaching himself that he didn’t
give more time to the old man, and try to keep him out of trouble.”

“You can’t do it, Jerry. A fellow can’t manage his own father.
It’s turning things around. It only makes him mad.”

“You ought to know about it.”’

“You bet your life I do.”

“Rodge says only one thing. He says: ‘It’s going to mean more
responsibility for me.’ Naturally, it makes him feel serious.”

“Will he have to stay at home ?”

“That’s what I'm fearing. Bv God, it’ll be a crime if they make
a fellow like that into a sugar-planter !”

“Will they try to do it?”

“Of course they will. They always do. The son is supposed to
follow in his father’s footsteps, and carry the family burden.”

“But surely, a man of Roger’s brains——"

“Oh, he’s got human feelings, like all the rest. He'll be sorry
for what he hasn’t done. Mrs. Chilcote isn’t much of a manager,
I gather, and there’s a younger brother and sister—so you see the
trap is all set. Roger says that in the money way everything’s gone
flooey.”

“It’s hard to see how anybody could go broke in the sugar coun-
try, with prices where they are.”

“Well, T suppose the old man was playing poker. He was a
fiend for it, and not very skillful when they got him drunk.”

Kip sat, lost in thought. “You know,” he remarked, suddenly,
“there’s a crazy streak in us Southern people.”

“Shakespeare says ‘great wits to madness near allied.’ They’re
geniuses that run off the track.”

“That explanation will please them.”

“Well, it’s truth. Take your father here—he’s some sort of
genius that never found himself. If he’d been trained for the stage,
he could have kept audiences roaring with laughter.”

Kip smiled. “It would have had to be amateur theatricals, Don’t
forget that he’s a Southern gentleman.”

“Oh, my God, that Southern gentleman business! How glad
I'll be when there isn’t another one left on earth! Just think what
it has cost our people! Half the genius, the talent of our nation
has been smothered for fifty years under the weight of a phrase,
invented to save the pride of a lot of conquered slave-holders I”

There was a reason for Jerry’s vehemence, as Kip knew. The
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young graduate of Tulane had had a hard struggle with his own
family, for the right to come North and work as a common reporter
on a newspaper that was renowned for sensationalism, and further-
more, was owned by Jews. And now Roger would have a struggle
to become a poet, instead of a wealthy sugar-planter! Jerry Tyler
lifted an imaginary wine-glass and exclaimed, “Here’s to our
fathers, the Southern gentlemen! To heaven with them all!”

VIII

A man came walking down the street, and turned suddenly to
ascend the steps of the Tarleton House; a man of thirty or so, with
blond hair, and face freshly barbered; his solid figure dressed with
a crude attempt at elegance, in a brown plaid suit, with a tie having
green and purple stripes and a diamond in the middle. Another
diamond sparkled on one of the fingers of a large red hand; there
was a half-smoked cigar in his mouth, and on his face an amiable
and—strange as it might sound—a somewhat pathetic expression.
For after all, a grown-up street-boy of New York may try his best
to be elegant, but cannot get rid of the uneasy consciousness that
there are heights above him.

“Hello, Kerrigan,” said Kip.

“Hello, yerself,” said Kerrigan, taking the cigar from his mouth
and waving it in a gesture which had the effect of displaying his
“sparkler.”

“Mr. Kerrigan, meet Mr. Tyler.”

“Pleesta meecha,” said Kerrigan, and the two exchanged a clasp
of undying friendship.

“Kerrigan’s one of our ‘finest,”” explained Kip.

“Indeed?” said Jerry. “In disguise?”

“I steal up behind ’em, Mr. Tyler, and lay the strong hand of
the law upon them.”

“And Tyler writes it up,” added Kip. “Tyler’s a reporter.”

“You don’t say?” The detective’s face lightened. ‘“What
paper ?”

“The ‘World.””

“‘Woil’s’ a great paper,” volunteered Kerrigan. “I read it every
day. I like the ‘Join’l,’ too, only I don’t trust that guy Hoist. He’s
a double-crosser.”

“The ‘Herald’ suits me better,” volunteered Kip.

9
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“Yeah, ‘Hurl’s’ all right; but what’s the good o’ payin’ three
cents, when y’ kin read the same noos fer one?”

“I didn’t suppose you’d ever pay for a newspaper, Kerrigan,”

¢ smiled Kip. ‘“‘Show ’em your shield.”

They discussed the privileges and immunities of that body which
calls itself “the finest,” in the city which calls itself “N’Yawk.”
They spoke in terms of frank but amiable cynicism; until finally
Kip inquired: “Well, Kerrigan, what have we been doing that we
hadn’t oughter ?”’

The “plainclothes man” grinned. “Don’t blame me fer it. Orders
from higher up.”

“Well, what is it?”

“The boss is worried about the elections.”

“Afraid the Republicans will carry New York State?”

“Well, they’re strong up in the sticks; at least so everybody
says; and if that guy with the pink whiskers should get to the
White House, we'd have to pitch in and help the British Empire
win the war.”

“How the Irish of Hell’s Kitchen would love that, Kerrigan!”

“We ain’t a-goin’ to let it happen if we can help it. We got
to make a success of the O’Kelly Association ball next week.”

“You want to sell me tickets, is that it?”

“I got a few founders’ tickets, that we will trust to the right sort.
You know, son, we take care of our friends—always and all the
time.”

“Sure,” said Kip. “I got no kick. How much are they?”

“Twenty-five apiece.”

“Holy smoke!”

“Well, we’re spendin’ a pile o’ money on this racket; the decora-
tions is goin’ to blind yer eye.”

“Of course, I'll have to take one,” said Kip, none too cordially.

“We was expectin’ the Tarleton House would be good fer two,”
said Kerrigan, firmly.

“I won’t be able to use them, Kerrigan. I wouldn’t dare trust
myself loose in a place where they had so much free beer.”

“Oh, sure, we’ll see you get home, if it’s needed.”

“Yes, but who’d do my work the next day? Business is awful
poor with us right now, Kerrigan. And don’t forget, my father’s
making speeches in this campaign.”

“I know that; but we all gotta do our share. Why, even I gotta
take two myself—it’s straight!”

b
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“Yes,” said Kip, “but really, I think you'll have to let me off
with one.” .

“T was told to sell you two, son.”” The joviality had gone sud-
denly out of the detective’s voice; his steel grey eyes were fixed upon
Kip in a look which he had cultivated as part of the “third degree.”
“That’s orders,” he said. “You better see yer old man.”

“Wait!” said Kip, and rose and went into the house, leaving the
protector of law and order to pass the time with the moulder of
public opinion.

“You an Englishman, Mr. Tyler?”

“No, I come from Louisiana.”

“Well, I guessed it was some foreign place.”

“My accent, you mean?”’

“Yeah, you don’t talk like you was raised here.”

“Give me time,” said Jerry. “I've only been here six months.
I’'m trying to lose it.”

“That’s all right,” said the other, comfortingly. “You’re doin’

eat.”
gr]eremiah Breckenridge Tyler, young aristocrat from New
Orleans, kept his smile behind his lips. It gave him keen delight
that a man who lived in what was called “N’Yawk,” and read the
“Woil,” the “Join’l,” and the “Hurl,” should be supervising the
pronunciation of a graduate of Tulane University!

Kip was gone some time; the reason being that his mother was
having a fit of weeping in her room. But there was no way out,
and in the end the youth reappeared, carrying a check for fifty
dollars, which he put into the detective’s hand, receiving in return
two neatly printed “founders’ tickets” to the O’Kelly Association
Annual Dance. Kerrigan thanked him, and assured him that he
would receive ample return before the year was over. Then he went
down the steps, and crossed the street to the Italian restaurant.

“There’s a high class hold-up for you!” said Kip.

“Pretty smooth,” assented Jerry. “He didn’t even trouble to
get you alone.”

“He hasn’t anything to fear from either of us.”

; “What would happen if you didn’t come across?”

“Hard to say. Maybe Taylor Tibbs has put the ash-cans out on
the curb when he shouldn’t; or maybe he sweeps the front steps
after seven in the morning.”

“But they all do that!”

“The cop has a little book in his pocket, and he can point to a
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hundred Gty ordinances you never heard of. If you're wrong with
the orgamization, you get 2 summons, and have to waste half a day
SHting In a court-room with 2 bunch of Dagoes and Yids ™

“Bat Bsten, kod; 1 thomgh this was a reform administration”

“Sure, bt you can’t reform the police.  Remember, the reformers
bast only four years, and thea Tammany comes back ™

“Yes, 1 suppose there's mo way o buck the game.”

“If you get them really ugly, theyl put you out of business
entirely. Take the plumbing; all the old stuff in this homse is
wrong. Some dey along comes an inspector, and says we have to
duve 2 mew land of trap wnder our lavatories; or maybe our fire-
escapes have © be painted ™

“Dioess everybody pay 235 much 25 you?”

“We get off comparatively easy. Sandicuhl, round the corner,
#ells mv father bhe pays 2 bundred 2 week. There’s 2 bunch of laws
after one m the morming, and selling Bguor to children under six-
toen 'Thfmydﬁxgiamiiw‘wmdbkgmi
e police wouldn't let him ™

"lt'sbrrmxwmssomﬁodhm”a&d]ury.

““&“mp'ﬁadﬁ;g“rmiuranths&nmmfor
Sandionhl I'd be glad of even one day in the week when my old
man conldnt get hgooe ™

"T!m‘sazsymmdemzad,‘medm. “But 21l such laws
do =  pile wp 2 Jot more graft. You can’t have laws that the
peopile don’t want o obey.”

Thes Jerry, the wise one; and Kip, the naive, replied: “I hear
poople szy that anmcuonbkb,thtycm’tmuh;thm&:y
want 0 obey. thmmwhodm’tmmthsag?.g
h‘!:“&mdxirymwuﬁ&:mnd;uya!mofm.
Imiﬁyoam;u&ndﬁmhurghths,ymmighmdntﬁs
grain”

The reporter darted 2 guick glance 2t his friend ; he reflected that
mryhe ths “%od” who had Eved in New York since he was six
yrns?ld,mnqu:csomiwashcsameﬁmcsmrngedw
appear s



CHAPTER FOUR - - MANHATTAN

I

FELLOWmd:prmﬂ&bmstﬂntcmidpzﬁﬁehn
of 2 man during the past hundred years has been: 1 2m aa
American ctizen! 1 am 2 member of that grand free common-
wealth of sovereign states, which is the wonder and eavy of all
other mations of the earth’ Andmw,ﬁdlowaum,thchot

of our privileges, to go to the polls and determine the destiny of
this great You, free sons of America, are assembled to
hear the daims of the Demaocracy, which has handled your afamrs
for the past four years, and asks your 2pproval for ancther sach

“Hoorzay! Hooray” There were two or three cheerleaders
Mmthccrowd,"hogzte!&me others took it up, and Pow
Tzﬂ:mnlnmcd.andba-vdgﬁndh and waited gravely uatil the

hmzmmtoctmmtmgmth:umdzymgm?rmxﬁg

were red, white, and blue streamers zbout the wehade, 2nd 2 banmer
with a star, the Democratic emblem. The place was just off Sixih
avenwe, far enough away o avoid blocking traffic, but not enough
mcaapetheb:ngmgoim-arszgﬂmoréﬂmdm

Inhrsnmchchadaddz&sedmudﬂzgesoxlzb&smdm
men down in Richmond: now, fallen from his high estate, be was
forced to content himself with the riff-raff of a2 cheap neighborbood
of Manhattan But be told kimself that it was the duty of 2 states-
man under 2 democracy to help in the education of the poor and
downtrodden. His deep baritone woice trembied, and so &d b
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black mustache, as he explained the gravity of the crisis now con-
fronting the American voters. Did they want their sons to dye
the plain of Flanders with their blood? That, and nothing less,
would be the consequence of failure to sustain the Democratic
administration which had kept us out of war.

The campaign textbooks so declared; and the orders to orators
on the streets of Manhattan were to appeal to the foreign elements,
to keep America from being used as a catspaw by the governing
classes of the British empire. As a matter of fact, Pow would
have found it more agreeable to support those governing classes;
he called himself a “Cavalier,” and despised the Irish and Germans,
and other tribes which had come to this country for money, and
had sold themselves to the Yankees to help take the slaves away
from Southern gentlemen. But as a statesman, one had to be
“practical’—which meant saying to the mob what the mob wanted
to hear.

The yellow torchlights flared in the wind, and the faces of the
auditors wavered and grew bright again; faces sober and earnest,
faces leering, faces stupid; street-corner loungers and casual passers-
by, working people from tenements to the west of the avenue, and
white-collar workers from boarding-houses to the east of it. They
were drawn by the lights and shouting, and stood to listen because
it was more interesting than nothing, which was what they had
before the meeting started, and would have when it was over.
Election was a time when somebody unidentified was willing to
spend money for torchlights and red fire, for red, white and blue
streamers, for trumpets, cymbals, fifes and drums.

“Fellow citizens, the Democratic party is the party of the people.
It is that all over America—but especially in New York. It is your
own party:

“What’s Tammany ever done for the workingman?”

The interruptor was a young Jew, thin-faced and spectacled;
Pow knew the type, and swept him away with a wave of the hand.
“Go down the street, my friend, and start a meeting of your own,
and tell the people what the Socialists have ever done for the
workingman.”

Before the jeering had stopped, the orator was going on to cele-
brate the glories of New York, the metropolis of the Western
hemisphere; what a calamity, that this imperial city should be
governed by blue-nosed reformers! The haven to which the rest
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of America fled, the civilized community, the home of good-fellow-
ship—New York should be a wide-open town, as free to all modes
of pleasure as to the winds that blew from the ocean. Tammany
Hall was the organization which realized this, and knew that you
could not clamp the lid upon such a city without driving customers
away and ruining business.

This matter of clamping on lids was one near to a Cavalier’s
heart, upon which he needed no campaign text-book to tell him
what to say. He could talk from the tail of a truck with the same
fury of indignation that he displayed in the office of his family
hotel, when the gentlemen had assembled for their evening’s smoking
and card-playing. “My friends, I am descended from those men
who wrote the charter of our liberties, the immortal Declaration
which guarantees our right to the pursuit of happiness. I come of
a race of men who knew the good things of life we were to
pursue. Mine is a line of Virginia gentlemen—Ilike that President
on whose behalf I appeal to you tonight, a scholar from the Old
Dominion, a worthy descendant of Washington, Jefferson, and
Madison. My friends, we in the South know good eating, and we
know good liquor, believe me; we know how to carry it, and don’t
want any bluenosed Puritans meddling in our affairs, telling us
what shall we eat and what shall we drink. Fellow-citizens, I warn
you of the peril that is hanging over this community ; the forces of
bigotry and intolerance that are organizing, seeking to prison this
imperial city in the straight-jacket of a country village. Our nation
was founded upon the rock of liberty; but these bigots wish to blast
it. The hordes of Methodism are on the march, about to descend
upon you. I see them advancing, an army of schoolma’ams,
hatchet-faced old maids in spectacles and poke-bonnets, mounted
upon camels; Puritan preachers in tall hats, with green umbrellas
under their arms, sitting proudly upon the front seats of a battery
of water-wagons!

“You laugh, my friends, and think you would like to see that
spectacle. But I tell you, if you want to have this great metropolis
turned into a backwoods village, with grass growing in its streets
and goats nibbling the grass, youtselves out of jobs and your wives
and children starving—all you have to do is to vote the Republican
ticket, and let these upstate reformers get in, and set the police to
invading your homes and meddling with your morals, your ways
of spending your money and enjoying your hard-won leisure!”
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The meeting at an end, the orators adjourned to the corner
saloon, to recuperate their energies and prolong their hour of
exaltation. All through the speaking, there had been a filtering into
and out of this saloon from the edges of the crowd, and interrup-
tions pro or con hiccupped or guffawed at the orators. If you had
strolled the length of Sixth avenue, some fifty blocks, you would
have found two-score such cart-tail meetings, each contributing to
the prosperity of a saloon. In the fifty-odd street intersections, you
would have found not more than half a dozen without a saloon
on one corner, while many had saloons on two or three corners.
Yet other drinking places were sandwiched in between delicatessen
shops and drug-stores and pawn-brokers’ offices in the middle of
the block. Everything was arranged most conveniently: the bread-
winner of the family spent his wages getting drunk on Saturday
night, and on Sunday morning his wife would send to the drug-
store for the means of sobering him up, and on Monday morning
she would take his overcoat to the pawn-shop, and afterwards be
able to buy a loaf of bread and a bottle of milk at the delicatessen
shop.

Walking the length of Seventh avenue, or Eighth, or Ninth, or
Tenth, you would find the same conditions; each block of brick
tenements, into which human beings were crowded like African
ants in a million-chambered nest—each had its over-supply of front
rooms for making the men drunk, and of rear rooms for making the
women and children drunk. If you preferred, you might go over
to the East Side, and walk the length of Third avenue, or Second,
or First, or Avenues A or B or C, near the East River, where you
would find still more tightly-packed warrens, with drinking-places
shabbier, more numerous, and more crowded. Most of these avenues
ran for a hundred and fifty blocks, yet you might have walked their
length, and counted but few street intersections which did not
have one corner decorated with signs of “Lager Beer,” “Bock Bier,”
“Wilson Whisky,” “Haig and Haig,” and so on.

On this Saturday night every saloon was doing a roaring busi-
ness, with customers lined in front of the bar three and four deep,
and seats at the tables occupied by those who were no longer able
to stand. The places were steaming with the heat of stoves and
of crowded bodies; the bartenders working with perspiration stream-
ing down their faces, and such a reek of alcohol that one might be
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mildly affected by way of the nostrils. “The saloon is the poor
man’s club”’—so the newspapers never wearied of declaring, in com-
ments sandwiched between high-priced advertisements of whisky
and gin. On Saturday nights preceding election the saloon was the
poor man’s forum, in which he debated his problems, under condi-
tions which made sure that he would remain a poor man, and have
an unlimited supply of problems to debate.

II1

Pow’s companions upon this oratorical debauch were a shyster
lawyer, who earned his living by getting petty offenders out of the
clutches of the law, bribing judges and juries, and keeping his mouth
shut; a police magistrate who took this lawyer’s bribes; and a fire
insurance adjuster who collected tips from small merchants after
what were known as “bankrupt fires.” Also there was a man who
saw to the decorations and the kerosene torches—an employee of
the street-cleaning department, who under the reform administra-
tion now in power was under the necessity of using a broom, but
was looking forward to the return of Tammany, so that he might
be able to draw his city pay while tending pool-tables in the club-
rooms of the O’Kelly Association. Also there was the driver of
the truck, which belonged to a trucking contractor who did work
for the city, and was paid for the services of double the number of
trucks he owned. The driver was working for this private boss,
but looking forward to being appointed an inspector of eggs, at
which job he could collect a double salary, one for working and one
for failing to work.

They stood before the bar, with their feet on the brass rail—one
Virginia gentleman on the way down, and five slum-natives on the
way up. When they had had a couple of “rounds” each, they were
all brothers in a great cause; the crowd which had heard them on
the street and followed them through the swinging doors into the
saloon, patted them on the backs, and pressed to the bar to honor
and liquor them. Nothing was too good for these high intellectuals,
who understood the problems of the world, and put their eloquence
at the service of the masses. The crowd sang: “Hail, hail, the
gang’s all here,” and also, “We won’t go home till morning.” The
law ordered otherwise, the saloon being required to close at one a.m.;
but in practice this meant that the front door was closed, and every-
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body had to enter by the “Family Entrance”—even the policeman
on the beat.

When Pow Tarleton had as many as three drinks, his personality
expanded in marvellous fashion ; he became an entire line of Virginia
gentlemen, back to that Big Chief Powhatan who had welcomed
Captain John Smith to Jamestown by preparing to knock out his
brains with a club. He became the owner of vast estates, with hun-
dreds of prime young Negro bucks and wenches as slaves. He
became ambassador plenipotentiary from the Old Dominion to the
merchants and counter-jumpers of Yankee-land, to teach them how
to get true enjoyment out of life. He sang the praises of John
Barleycorn, and filled the flowing bowl until it did run over—
through his mustaches, down his shirt-front, and onto the sawdust
floor of this poor man’s club.

The poor men applauded and cheered, so long as they were able
to understand what Pow was saying; and when they were no longer
able to understand, each retired into a separate heaven, singing his
own songs and making his own speeches, until he became too noisy,
or too helpless to stand—whereupon an official of the establishment,
known as the “bouncer,” would take him firmly by the back of the
neck and steer him to the street. The responsibility of the saloon
ended when he had paid his last nickel over the bar; thereafter it
was up to the police and the charity bureaus to look after him.

Now and then in this blissful throng you would note some child,
who had slipped in by the rear door, and stood searching the place
with frightened eyes; or perhaps a foreign woman with a shawl
over her head. If they did not find their man in one saloon, they
would go on to the next; stopping to peer at men who came stag-
gering up the street, or who were vomiting in the gutter, or seeking
an ash-bin or deserted alley into which to crawl. Some fathers and
husbands, when found, were “weeping drunks,” and would demon-
strate affection; others were “fighting drunks,” and committed the
impropriety of beating their wives before they got home.

Such were the scenes one saw up and down the saloon avenues
of that island of Manhattan, which the frugal Dutch had purchased
from the Indians for twenty-five dollars. Now its virgin forests
were gone, and instead there ran, in the north and south direction,
seventeen or eighteen canyons with walls of stone or brick, and in
the east and west direction some two hundred shorter and narrower
canyons. Through these half-lighted and ill-swept passages you
would see every night the revellers staggering, with here and there
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a human wolf armed with brass knuckles or a slungshot, preying
upon their helplessness. 1

It was the established rule of the “finest,”” the police who dealt
with intoxication in those good old saloon days, that no man was
drunk so long as he was able to keep his feet and find his way to
the next bar. He was only drunk when he lay in a stupor in the
gutter; or when he beat his wife before he got her home; or when
he cursed the cop who told him to move along. Then and then only
would he be subdued with a club, and loaded into a patrol-wagon,
and damped into a cell to “sleep it off.” Next morning, if he could
name some influential politician or lawyer, he would telephone and
get himself released; otherwise he would be hauled to court by the
wagon-load, tried in batches, and sentenced to “ten days or ten
dollars”—a formula which the bored magistrates reeled off a hun-
dred times in a morning.

v

Sunday was the morning after, familiar to all believers in the
sacredness of personal liberty. Pow Tarleton, the high priest of
liberty, opened his eyes upon a hateful world, and raised from his
pillow a head which behaved like a series of earthquakes. In his
mouth was that taste which has a color—though the authorities dis-
agree as to whether it is dark brown or green; all describe it as
“fuzzy,” and describe a thirst upon which plain water has no effect,
and soda water or black coffee but little more.

For all these troubles the gentleman from Virginia had an “alibi”
which served to maintain his dignity. In the good old days Pow
had never had headaches nor brown and green tastes; the trouble
was due, he declared, to the vile quality of the whiskies which were
sold in New York. Real whisky had to be aged in the wood; but
this stuff which you bought in corner saloons was aged with chemi-
cals, and diluted with water, and raised to a higher power by raw
alcohol. Tt was full of fusel oil and other deadly compounds, of
which Pow knew the names; on the morning after, he would recite
them to other victims of the “katzenjammer,” who would nod their
heads mournfully. The fundamental source of the trouble was the
fact that Abe Lincoln had set free the slaves, and subjected South-
ern gentlemen to Yankee greed.

But bad as New York whisky was, Pow had to have some quickly.
At times such as this he would be a raging lion, pacing his room;
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he had been known to steal his wife’s purse, or to carry off the clock
from the drawing-room of the Tarleton House and pawn it. On
this occasion he got hold of Taylor Tibbs; and Taylor, who was
used to Southern gentlemen, and did not expect them to be different,
displayed his white teeth in a grin, and went out and purchased a
flask with his own money. He would never be paid back, but would
“swipe” something to balance the account.

There was always an abundance of “katzenjammer” in the Tarle-
ton House on Sunday mornings. While the ladies put on their best
bonnets and patronized the fashionable Fifth Avenue churches, the
gentlemen stayed in their rooms, or sat in the office, with Sunday
Ppapers strewn around them, grumbling and cursing life. When Pow
entered the office, there sat young Stanley Dubree, white to the gills,
and unsteady in his rocking chair. “Jesus Christ,” said he, “I feel
like the Day of Judgment.” Stanley was the son of the Memphis
lawyer, and had been sowing his wild oats for so long that his father
bribed him to stay in New York; his board-money was sent to Mrs.
Tarleton each week by check from the lawyer’s office.

A few minutes later came Taylor Tibbs, with his irremovable
grin, on his way to execute commissions. Mista Gwathmey, retired
tobacco planter from Kentucky, third floor front in number 39,
wanted a bottle of bromo-seltzer in a hurry; Mista Fortescue, from
Charleston, who had had a poker party in his room up to three or
four hours ago, now wanted a package of cigarettes, some brandy,
and a bottle of Hunyadi water. So it went all morning and most
of the afternoon; Taylor would collect his tips, and now and then
hold some gentleman’s head while he vomited into a wash-basin.
Taylor would murmur his sympathy, and envy these wonderful
white folks who were able to do what they pleased, without fear of
scoldings from Mrs. Tarleton,

There was a book of British humor much in favor with our
grandparents, known as “Mrs, Caudle’s Curtain Lectures.” It
consisted of a series of monologues, supposed to be delivered by a
wife to her husband after she has got him safe behind the curtains
of their bed. The wife does the talking, and her discourse is a

made quite a volume, and the basis of its popularity was that known
to students of esthetic theory as “the pleasure of recognition.”’
Every wife had said everything that Mrs. Caudle said, and every
husband had heard it. “Voy don’t intend to Stay out till two in the
morning? How do you know what you'll do when you get among

”
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such people? Men can’t answer for themselves when they get booz-
ing one with another. They never think of their poor wives, who
are grieving and wearing themselves out at home. A nice headache
youw’ll have tomorrow morning—or rather this morning, for it must
be past twelve. You won’t have a headache? It's very well for
you to say so, but I know you will; and then you may nurse yourself
for me.”

Kip’s early life had been like a reading aloud from this volume.
For his mother was not one of those Southern ladies who submit
and sink into inertia. She was a lean, high-strung little body, whose
charms, whatever they may have been, had faded long ago. Her
face was lined, and almost as grey as the little top-knot of her hair.
Her mouth set tightly at the corners, and the range of vision of
her troubled grey eyes was limited to the details of the housing and
feeding of fifty humans, each bent upon getting the utmost possible
for his or her self at the lowest price. Mrs. Tarleton suffered from
frequent headaches, which compelled her to stay in her room with
wet cloths wrapped about her head and a “smelling-bottle” to her
nose. The rest of the time she roamed the three houses from morn
till night, down one flight of stairs and up another, restless and
anxiety-ridden, “keeping after’” several servants and one husband.

Powhatan Tarleton was quite certain that it was “nagging” which
drove him to drink, and compelled him to spend his time strolling
the streets, or sitting in hotel-lobbies telling his troubles to other
gentlemen of leisure. But he did not venture to say this in the
presence of his wife, for it would mean a burst of tears and the
pouring out of a flood of reminiscences. Once she had been a young
girl, gentle, trusting, happy; and who had changed her? What had
she asked of life, except a home for her loved ones, and a chance
to educate her child? What did she ask now, except to work and
slave all day, and be able to pay her bills, and keep her boarders
contented, and not have the name of Tarleton disgraced and people
driven away by the carryings-on of a drunken loafer? The good
lady’s language was inelegant and her troubles were sordid—but
that was the way with marriage in the good old saloon-days of
Manhattan.

A%

Pow had to sober up at least partially, because on Monday he
would be busy checking bundles of ballots, and on Tuesday watching
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the vote, and counting ballots until late at night. It was a job in
the gift of the Board of Elections, paying six dollars a day, and
awarded for petty favors to the local machine, such as making
speeches from the tail of a truck. So, for two days Mr. Caudle
would be out of his wife’s clutches, and on election night would
have money for a manly celebration.

The Republican candidate, a former governor of the state, the
gentleman whom Detective Kerrigan had described as “the guy with
the pink whiskers,” was a person of much prestige among the
wealthy of the city. He carried New York State, and carried so
many other states that on election night everybody thought him
safely the victor. So it was the Republicans who did the celebrating,
and Pow spent his money to drown his sorrows, All his direful
prophesies plagued him on that evening of despair. The blood of
our boys would dye the plain of Flanders, and the hordes of Meth-
odism would take possession of Manhattan, When Pow had got
drunk enough, he actually saw the advance of that army of hatchet-
faced old maids in spectacles and poke-bonnets, mounted upon
camels, and of Puritan preachers in tall hats, with green umbrellas
under their arms, riding upon the front seats of water-wagons.
Pow would yell loudly for Taylor Tibbs to come and drive them
away.

Meantime, uptown in the fashionable hotels, the cafés and showy
restaurants known as “lobster-palaces,” where the proud Southern
gentleman really belonged, but was too poor to go, the celebrating
was done, not with beer and whisky, but with champagne. There
the showers of confetti covered the floors, and little rolls of paper
tape flung over the chandeliers turned the rooms into spider-webs
of red, blue, and yellow, purple, green, and pink. The wine-bottles
were borne in, each fat “magnum” in its bucket of crushed ice, and
the “empties” were stacked upon the table or rolled under it. The
music crashed and pealed, the dancers kicked their toes into the air,
and when new returns were read aloud from the band-platform,
there would be a din of yells and shrieks, and more libations poured
into the slippers of chorus-girls, or perhaps down their necks.

That night the Germans were retiring from the last of the forts
of Verdun, which they had taken and retaken a score of times, in a
battle which had lasted several months. Millions of men were lying
out in wind and rain, slowly freezing, now and then blasted by
shell-fire or poisoned by gas. Here in New York men were making
huge fortunes out of their agony, and celebrating the prospect of
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yet greater gains. Speculators in shipping and munitions, owners
of monopolies in steel and copper and aluminum, they had put up
tens of millions to pay for the purchasing of votes, and in return
had been promised tariff favors, and permission to violate laws
against price-fixing ; so now there was no extravagance great enough
to express their emotions. During the small hours of the morning,
you would see cloths jerked from tables, and glass and china crash-
ing to the floor, in order that ladies stripped half-naked might per-
form stomach-dances on table-tops. You would see champagne
bottles hurled through costly pier-glass mirrors, and the hurlers
delighfed, because they had found a new way to spend some money.

Meanwhile, on the streets, a solid mass of people for miles, blow-
ing horns, whirling rattles and buzzers, tickling with feather-dusters
the necks of women in front of them. Near the bulletin-boards it
was impossible to move for a block; each new report would be
greeted with volleys of cheers, echoing through the long stone can-
yons. As the evening waned, the searchlights on the towers turned
red, symbolizing the legendary whiskers of the supposed victor.
All drinking-places were packed, and on the side-streets it was like
watching the stragglers from a battle.

But then, next day, it began to appear that the whole thing was
a mistake, and would have to be done over again! Several states
which had looked safe for Hughes began to swing toward Wilson.
Election bettors who had spent their money celebrating the winning
of it, now faced the painful need of paying it twice; the tariff
monopolists who had put up fortunes would have to wait until 1920,
and then put them up again. All day Manhattan studied the news-
paper “extras,” and in the evening the searchlights on the towers
went white, symbolizing the political purity of Tammany; late at
night there was a parade of bacchantes up and down Broadway, the
parade going fairly straight, even though the individual paraders
went crooked.

Pow Tarleton shared these glories, despite the fact that he had
emptied his pockets the night before. This was an occasion when
no Democratic “spell-binder” need go thirsty; when everybody was
/too drunk to know who had ordered the last round, or who owed
the next. Pow fell into the arms of the shyster lawyer and the
crooked magistrate, and sobbed for joy because our boys were not
going to dye the plain of Flanders with their blood. He borrowed
the tin-trumpet of a reveller who had collapsed on the bar-room
floor, and emerged upon Broadway, tooting, and bellowing in
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chorus: “Four—four—four years more!” He capered and kicked
like a young he-goat, for joy that the metropolis of the Western
hemisphere was not to be delivered over to the hatchet-faced old
maids in spectacles and poke-bonnets, and the Puritan preachers in
tall hats and green umbrellas,

VI

The postman brought Jerry Tyler a letter from the editor of one
of the “highbrow” magazines, telling him that his sketch, “A Night
Without Incident,” was accepted for publication. The sketch dealt
with “no man’s land”; Jerry had never been there, and neither had
the editor, but the latter wrote that the author’s descriptive powers
were admirable, and invited him to call. Jerry did so, and told
about himself, and also about his Louisiana friend, Roger Chilcote,
whose stuff was so hot that it was going to knock everybody cold.
He read a couple of Roger’s poems, and the great editor agreed as
to their qualities, and offered to publish them.

So the reporter came back to the Tarleton House, walking on the
roof-tops and skipping across the wide stone canyons. He told Kip
the news, and Kip’s heart leaped as if they had been his own poems.
“Gee whiz, Jerry! That’s great! Are you going to wire Roger ?”
When Jerry answered that he had already done so, Kip said those
poems must be the real stuff. “But I wish I could understand them
better,” he added, wistfully, and borrowed the manuscripts, and
spent an hour poring over them. However, the purpose of such
poetry appeared to be to sort out the sheep from the goats; those
who could understand the higher and more difficult things, from
ordinary persons like himself, who were fit only to manage boarding-
houses.

Anyhow, there were his only two friends with their feet upon the
ladder of fame, and Kip got his share of life’s joys vicariously.
Jerry had been figuring how to lure the fascinating “Rodge” to
New York, and now he said this would settle the matter—Rodge
would surely not let himself be turned into a sugar-planter, but
would march in and claim the prize which was his due, Presently
came a letter, saying that the poet was trying to arrange matters.
His uncles, who had the family finances in charge, might allow him
a small income and his freedom. His brother, Lee, was preparing
to take the burden of the plantation, and the sister, Maggie May,
would look after their mother.
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“What’s Maggie May like?” inquired Kip, suddenly; and Jerry
answered with a gleam of inspiration: “Just the sort of girl for
you—I wonder why I never thought of it before! Quiet as a little
mouse, and very serious and moral. You ought to go down there
at once and marry her.”

Kip flushed noticeably. “I’d make a fine suitor, with what I have
on my hands, wouldn't I?” His reply sounded too emphatic.

“But that’s your way out, Kip! Marry a rich wife.”

“I thought the Chilcotes were ruined.”

“Well, you know how it is with people like that; they talk about
being in trouble, but it’s not what you or I would mean by it. They
can manage to get money when they have to.”

“Thanks for the tip,” replied the other; “but I mean to earn my
way, and when I get a wife, I'll be able to support her.”

Kip was thinking about his own mother and father, and that he
would not follow in Pow’s footsteps. But Jerry missed that point.
“Spoken like a proud Virginia gentleman!” he exclaimed. “But,
like the rest of the breed, you're fifty years behind the time, kid.
The highest service a man can perform for a girl with property is
to marry her and take care of it.”

“Thanks again,” said the Virginia gentleman. “But if it's a
matter of business, she’ll have to make the proposition.”

“Well, that wouldn’t be so unusual. You don’t know what’s hap-
pening in the world, Kip.”

“I hear rumors.” Kip tried to sound worldly-wise. “But such
girls don’t seem to come to the Tarleton House.”

“For my part,” said the up-to-date Jerry, “I'm going out and
look them up. If any reasonably presentable dame will stake me to
a literary career, I'll not be too haughty, believe me.”

They discussed the ever-stimulating problem of love, and what
they were doing about it. Kip, the sober and dependable, wasn’t
doing very much; he had too many other jobs on hand: such as
getting up in the middle of this conversation to “check out” a de-
parting couple, and receipt their bill, and wish them a prosperous
journey to Georgia; or calling Taylor Tibbs and sending him up
to room 7 to see what was the matter with the steam-radiator, which
was producing vibrations of the wrong wave-length, noises instead
of heat.

But Jerry wouldn’t let the conversation be diverted. Jerry didn’t
approve of what he called “repressions,” and he rallied the shy
youth, telling him that love was a necessary evil. “You’re abnormal,
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kid! You ought to have a dozen sweethearts by now, and be wise
enough so you can choose a wife.”

Kip blushed and protested. What had he to offer a girl? “There
ought to be a law against hotel-clerks’ marrying.” With such jest-
ing he tried to hide his embarrassment.

Kip had grown up under his mother’s wing; and Mrs. Tarleton’s
one romance had brought her such scant happiness, that she looked
upon love as something at best very silly and at worst as dangerous
and shameful. Kip seldom went out of an evening, and when he
did, his mother waited up for him, and questioned him about every-
thing that had happened. If a young and seductive looking miss
turned up at the Tarleton House, the two managing ladies of the
institution would eye her with suspicion, and would make in Kip’s
hearing remarks which sounded playful, but carried a deadly intent.
He was a nice-looking boy, and girls would have liked to know him;
but the utmost permitted them was to sit on a sofa in the drawing-
room and engage in decorous conversation about the last book they
had read. Then, just as Kip was coming to decide that this was
the most interesting girl he had ever talked to, the fates would carry
her off to Mobile or Nashville, Richmond or Atlanta.

Kip was used to this, so it never occurred to him that there was
anything unusual about it. But now, in conversation with the well-
informed Jerry, he learned that “repressions” were highly danger-
ous, and might lead to “neuroses”’—which sounded most alarming.
Continuing to probe, Jerry learned that Kip had been doing what
was psychologically known as “sublimating” his emotions; that is
to say, he was cherishing a dream of an all-perfect maiden, of unim-
peachable Southern ancestry, who would some day come to the
Tarleton House, and not have to go away again. “What else?”
persisted Jerry; and Kip confessed that when he was walking on
the street, and some unvouched for girl would smile at him without
authorization, he would feel an alarming thrill stealing over him,
and would hurry away from an unbearable temptation. “Ahal!”
cried Jerry. “Tell it all!” But that was all there was, Kip insisted.

He preferred to listen to his friend, who knew everything that
was forbidden, and whose talk filled Kip with unholy curiosity min-
gled with fear. The handsome and enterprising Jerry made no
secret of the fact that he had been doing not a little about love, first
in New Orleans, and now in Manhattan. He revealed that there
was a district known as “the Village,” with great numbers of girls
who were stage-struck, or had the poetry-bee, or the painting-bug,
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or some other art-insect, and were on strike against marriage and
“the ties of home.” Many had paying jobs—did interior decorating,
or wrote or drew advertisements, or did shopping on commission
for the folks back in Peoria. If Kip wanted a self-supporting young
lady to propose to him, all he had to do was to make his appearance
in Greenwich Village; he was exactly the nice submissive type that
some brilliant young feminist would select for a mirror, to see her
charms reflected in.

“It sounds very economical and convenient,” said Kip, trying to
appear cynical; “almost too good to be true.”

“It’s only a mile away,” said Jerry, with laughter in his wicked
black eyes. “T’ll take you to a studio party, and you can see for
yourself. But you'll have to loosen up and take one highball, or
they’ll call you a victim of the Oedipus complex.”

VII

The President who had been re-elected because he kept us out of
war set to work at once to get us in. The notes exchanged between
America and Germany became sharper in tone; and each was pub-
lished in the newspapers, and became a theme of argumentation
among the guests of the Tarleton House. After you had listened
to any one person a few minutes, you could make a pretty good guess
which newspaper that person read. In ten thousand boarding-houses
on Manhattan Island, each inmate read some particular newspaper,
and danced to some particular tune like a puppet on a string.

Jerry Tyler was another kind of puppet, known as an “insider.”
Jerry, shrewd and self-safisfied, watched the strings being pulled,
and would tell how the atrocity stories were cooked up, and brought
to the newspaper offices by this or that agency. All this war stuff
was mostly “the bunk,” and those who believed it were the “boob-
oisie.” Jerry would advise Kip to keep his mind clear. Yet
strange as it might seem, if some critic started to denounce this
newspaper “game,” Jerry would immediately resent it, and declare
that he belonged to a dignified profession.

Kip, for his part, didn’t understand these complications. He
could only say that the war was a terrible thing, and he didn’t think
we ought to mix up in the affairs in Europe. He was pleased with
what Jerry read him from the letters of Roger Chilcote; Roger
being contemptuous of militarists and their flag-waving, and telling
amusing stories about his older brother, Captain Ted," who was such
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a patriot, and flew into such a rage when he heard any real facts
about the war.

Kip asked anxiously what would happen, in case we did get in.
Would they compel men to go? He couldn’t imagine what would
happen to the Tarleton House, if he were taken away; his mother
and his aunt would certainly have to quit. But Jerry told him not
to worry—nothing of that sort could happen. There would be
plenty of volunteers and to spare.

Jerry was given to making wide-sweeping statements such as
that. He considered himself an ultra-modern, but his revolt was
confined to the fields of literature and ethics. The swift and terrific
changes which machinery was making in all human affairs had little
reality to him. He had the comforting assurance that everything
in the world was going to stay the way he had got used to it. He
informed Kip that they would never see national prohibition in
America. He was equally sure that the foolish efforts of the suf-
fragettes would never bring results. When the Russian revolution
started, he was sure it would come to nothing; when it succeeded,
he was sure it would not last a year. When all these prophecies
came to naught, Jerry would set to work with the persistence of a
spider rebuilding the web in which he had been born.

VIII

Roger was coming! That was the real news Jerry read from a
letter. The Chilcote uncles, in conclave assembled, had admitted
their nephew’s worthlessness from the point of view of sugar-
planting, and agreed to allow him an income of four hundred dol-
lars a month from his father’s estate, with the right to go to New
York and try his fortunes as a poet. Hearing this sum read aloud,
Kip got a sudden realization of the nature of privilege. If he had
been granted an income of four hundred dollars a month, he would
have felt like an Indian rajah; but this heir of the Chilcotes wrote
as if he were preparing to sacrifice everything for the Muses!

He was coming next week, and was to stay at the Tarleton House!
Kip, who got his thrills vicariously, was in as much of a flutter as
if he had suddenly become a great poet himself. What room would
they lodge the poet in? Kip suggested the third floor rear in num-
ber 39, to avoid the street noises; but Jerry said, my God, no, didn’t
Miss Fortescue practice her singing right over that room? Roger
would listen to her for three minutes, and then take a dive through
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a window-pane. Kip said the only other vacancy was the second
floor front in number 41, and that was noisy from the street. But
Jerry said that everybody in New York had to get used to street
noises—at least, unless they were millionaires, and could live in a
“pent-house” on top of a sky-scraper. And then there were the
airplanes!

Mrs. Tarleton was summoned, and they inspected the room. The
furniture was rather old, Kip thought; but Jerry said that Rodge .
was used to old things. To be sure, the Chilcote furniture was
mahogany, whereas this was the black walnut of our immediate
ancestors, with all sorts of curlicues and ornaments fastened on with
glue. The curtains, and centre-pieces on tables and dresser, would
be “done over,” Mrs. Tarleton explained ; they would put in a better
rug, and sweep and dust everything. The devoted lady bemoaned
the fact that their landlord was stubborn, and had refused to redeco-
rate these rooms in brighter colors. Perhaps if it was explained
to him that a famous poet was coming to the house, he would con-
sent to give the dingy woodwork a coat of cream enamel. Mrs.
Tarleton went off, to telephone at once and try to persuade him.

Kip expressed his anxiety, because Roger was used to so much
eleganze; he would be ashamed to have his fashionable friends visit
him in such a shabby place. But Jerry said not to worry; “Rodge”
was “Bohemian” in his tastes. He was always collecting literary
material, and was interested in “types.” “Your father will make
a hit with him. He’'ll think Pow a character.”

“I know,” said Kip. “People do; but after a while they get tired
of him.”

“Rodge won’t. He'll take him round to Sandkuhl’s, and they’ll
fight the Civil War all over.”

Jerry explained Roger’s theories. He was a combination of poet
and scientist; one who not merely explored and discovered life, but
who invented and created it. He was interested in everybody; he
was never bored, like Jerry. He would sit for hours with the
“Cajun” trappers, asking them the oddest questions: what they
thought about God and immortality, fairies and ghosts, love, mar-
riage, and the meaning of life. He would do the same thing in New
Orleans in a wharf-side café, with French sailors, Negro roust-
abouts, sea-captains who brought gold from Venezuela or bananas
from Costa Rica. Some day he would put such people into litera-
ture that would beat Joseph Conrad and Robert Browning rolled
into one.
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Genius, so Jerry gave his friend to understand, was a thing apart,
remaining aloof from life, judging it as from a mountain-top; yet,
also, it drew its wonder from the heart of life, it merged itself with
life, and absorbed it to itself. Roger had had to break his own
path, and find his own laws. Once, disgusted with the manhandling
of poetry by college instructors, he had shipped on a freighter for
Australia; but a seaman, thinking him some kind of anti-union spy,
had shoved him through an open hatchway, and the magnificently
rebellious poet had stayed in New Orleans to nurse a broken arm.
Again, he had proposed to write an idyl about a Creole girl of the
docks; but a fellow who was preying on the girl, not understanding
the ways of poets, had gone after him with a knife.

Also Jerry told the dashing and romantic story of a time when
he had been visiting the Chilcotes, and Roger with a couple of his
cousins had been to a supper-party in the town of Acadia, and the
four youths, under the triple stimulation of wine, women and song,
had gone capering down the main street of the town in their pa-
jamas. A terrible scandal, but only because they had been a few
minutes too early. At eleven in the evening the picture-house closed,
and respectable citizens went home to bed; after that the streets
belonged to wealthy young roysterers, to sing and dance, and steal
signs, and smash street-lamps which their parents would pay for
next day. But here the pajama-dancers had encountered a party of
ladies and gentlemen emerging from Toni’s “Dago Hut,” where
you got fried oysters and crayfish bisque after the show. So the
town marshal had set out after them, and they had escaped after a
chase, which, as Jerry told it, sounded like the climax of a Griffith
movie. It troubled Kip, the sober and responsible one; he didn’t
want anybody capering about the Tarleton House in pajamas. Pow
might take a notiori to adopt the fashion!

IX

Roger Chilcote’s train arrived at eight o’clock in the morning, an
unlikely hour for a newspaper man; but Jerry was up, and waiting
at the Pennsylvania station. Also several of the boarders managed
to find excuse to be sitting about in the office; not since the Count
Rzewuski from Poland had arrived, had there been such a flutter
in the Tarleton House. Roger had everything calculated to stir the
souls of Southern boarders: ancient lineage, the background of
wealth, good looks, and just enough of scandal to supply a dash of
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pepper and spice and all things nice. No one in the Tarleton House
could make anything out of the alleged poems, but they had been
told of the great editor’s opinion, and were ready to believe that a
new star was rising in the Southern sky, to shine beside William
G. Simms and Francis Ticknor.

The first snow of winter was falling, and through the sifting
flakes Taylor Tibbs, on watch at the basement window, saw the
taxicab draw up at the curb. Out he popped through the iron-barred
gate, grinning, and showing his prize teeth.

“Mista Roger, suh, how de do, suh, we sho’ are glad to see you,
suh.” Roger got his long form out of the cab, and insisted upon
paying the fare, and they went up the steps, Jerry first, then Roger,
then Taylor, carrying two big suit-cases of brown leather, and a
brown hat-box. Jerry pushed open the door, and there, in the big
double parlor called “‘office,” were Pow and Mrs. Tarleton and
Kip beaming a welcome, and a collection of boarders in the back-
ground, trying to look as if they were not staring.

“This is Mr. Chilcote, Mrs. Tarleton,” said Jerry; and the weary,
worn landlady smiled as if there were still real joy in her heart.
“Tt’s nice to have you with us at last. Mr. Tyler has told us so
much about you.” “Oh, thank you, Mrs. Tarleton,” said Roger—
in one of those caressing Southern voices that have in them the
romance of a long-dead past and the longing for an impossible
future. Mrs. Tarleton, lined and haggard with care, worn to skin
and gristle by unceasing travel up and down the steps of three
houses, felt suddenly as if she was back in her girlhood.

“Mr. Powhatan Tarleton,” said Jerry, and Roger shook hands
with the “old rascal,” as he mentally dubbed Pow at the first glance.
You could see the old rascality by the twinkle in Pow’s eyes and
the pouches under them; by the fun that never failed when he was
in company, and the touch of rakish effect he managed to give to
his faded attire. “Welcome to our city, suh! This is Yankeeland,
so I speak in the fashion of the go-getters 2

“Don’t spring it on me too fast,” laughed Roger. “Welcome me
in Southern fashion.” :

“It's waiting for you,” said Pow, with a wink. “You shall have
it in your room.”

“And here’s Kip,” said Jerry. Roger turned and gazed into a
pair of friendly blue eyes, full of naive adoration.

“Well, Kip ! he said, as if they were long-parted brothers. “I
got all your messages.”
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“And I got yours. Thank you.” Kip wasn't sure if he would
be expected to say “Mr. Chilcote,” so he said, again, “Thank you.”

Roger was going to take them to his heart at the first hour. He
continued to smile at the younger man. “So this is what you look
like!” he said; and Kip blushed, embarrassed because he knew he
didn’t look like anything special.

Said Roger, in that voice full of romance : “He has that clear skin
and bright complexion which nature presents to anyone at the age
of nineteen. He is trusting, and interested in other people—not
just as a hotel-clerk trying to make money out of them. He is
serious, and easy to tease, because he takes you at your word. If
the word is puzzling, he fixes his grey-blue eyes upon you, and on
his forehead appear horizontal wrinkles, deeply graven—the marks
of responsibility too early. Have I got him right, Jerry?”

“I told you he was a genius, Kip!” laughed Jerry.

Kip was returning the compliment, making his own examination.
He saw a demi-god looking down from a height of six feet-two,
with golden hair which was permitted to form an aureole about his
head, and the strangest golden-brown eyes looking straight into his.
Roger stooped a little, as if he did not want to be so far above Kip;
he wore gold glasses, a badge of his profession. He carried a soft
brown hat, and a rosewood cane, and wore a brown overcoat so soft
and smooth that it was like a caress. As Jerry had said, this was
no poet in a garret, but an elegant young aristocrat who had come
to confer social éclat upon the Muses.

Jerry Tyler saw the guests waiting to be introduced, and decided
to spare his friend that ordeal before breakfast. ‘“Mr. Chilcote
wants to get cleaned up,” he said, to Mrs. Tarleton; and Roger,
getting the point, added, “I've been on the train two days and two
nights.” So, with Mrs. Tarleton leading the way, they went through
the doorway which led to number 41, and up one flight of stairs.
Pow Tarleton disappeared into his private office, for a purpose which
any Southern gentleman could guess.

X

The second floor front had been put in order. The old walnut
furniture had been oiled and rubbed, until every separate curlicue
and glued-on carving shone. There were freshly laundered curtains
and centre-pieces on tables and dresser, and some pink carnations
in a vase, and by the reading-lamp half a dozen volumes by the
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newest creators of the new poetry, selected by the up-to-date Jerry.

“It’s not what you have been used to, of  course, Mr. Chilcote,”
said Mrs. Tarleton; “but we will do our best to make you com-
fortable.”

“It’s exactly what I want,” declared the poet, decisively.

At the rear of the room were double portieres, and behind these
a smaller room, with the brown walnut bed, neatly covered with a
new pink spread. Beyond that was a passage containing built-in
shelves and closets, and an old-fashioned marble wash-basin. It
was a misfortune that the moment of Roger’s inspection of the
wash-basin should have been chosen for the same purpose by a small
cockroach, politely known as a “croton-bug.” Impossible to eradi-
cate these creatures from houses built before the Civil War; one
would only politely ignore them—which Roger Chilcote understood
without having to be told.

They returned to the front room, where Taylor Tibbs had set
down the two suit-cases and unstrapped them. Taylor drew up the
curtains at the windows, the ritual established for introducers into
rooms, and then stood smiling with anticipation. When Roger
reached into his pocket and fished out half a dollar, Taylor’s smile
revealed his third molar teeth, and he went downstairs to “Mista
Pow’s” private office, according to an injunction previously laid
upon him. A couple of minutes later he reappeared at the door of
the room, this time preceded by his master.

Roger was occupied in-inspecting the books of poetry, and thank-
ing Jerry for them; when in came the descendant of the Big Chief
Powhatan, beaming mischief, and behind him the Negro with a
tray, decorously covered by a large napkin. “I promised you South-
ern hospitality,” said Pow. ‘“Here she are!” The tray was set
down, and ceremoniously unveiled, and there was a full decanter,
a steaming pitcher of hot water, a small sugar-bowl, a saucer with
some slices of lemon, another with some sprigs of green mint, and
three clean glasses. ‘“You had a cold ride in the taxi,” said Pow.
“I assumed you would like it hot.”

“Gramercy, mine host!” cried Roger. “You are too kind! But
what magic is this—mint while the snow flies!”

“A little secret of mine,” beamed Pow, busily mixing. ‘“Some
day, if you prove yourself worthy, I may entrust it to you.”

Roger took the glass which Pow held out to him, and turning
with a bow and a smile, offered it to Mrs. Tarleton. “Allow me,”
he said.
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“No, thank you,” the old lady replied. She did her best to keep
her voice pleasant, as became a hostess; but she had an intense
repugnance- to all drinking, especially on the part of her husband.
There was no charm for her in any of his gestures, or his florid
phrases of good fellowship.

“My wife and my son have been corrupted by their sojourn in
the land of the bluenoses,” said Pow, to pass off an awkward
moment.

“Oh, surely this once, Mrs. Tarleton!” pleaded Roger. “Just to
assure me that I'm really welcome ?”’

“No, really, Mr. Chilcote, it gives me a headache.” Roger ac-
cepted the polite fib, and turned to Kip.

“And you?” he asked, gravely.

“No,” said Pow’s son. “I’'m on the wagon.” He smiled and
tried to seem casual, but in his heart was vexation, because he and
his mother were taking the flavor out of the ‘“hot toddy,” and spoil-
ing Roger’s welcome.

But what could Kip do? Could he break the promise he had long
ago made to his mother? He knew the story of her sufferings; she
had had a father who was a “drinking-man,” before acquiring a
husband who was a “drinking-man”; if now her son had begun
throwing dice with the devil, as she called it, the poor woman would
have cried her eyes out, and lain down and died. No, he could not
do it, even “just this once”! Here and everywhere, he had to be
a wet blanket, a kill-joy, a spoil-sport, a mollycoddle.

XI

Mrs. Tarleton made her polite excuses, and retired, closing the
door behind her, and leaving poor Kip to hang about on the edge
of the scene. He would do the best he could to hide his chagrin;
putting on his face a smile of the right degree of amiability, and
attempting to increase its degree to match the rising social tempera-
ture, while his father and Jerry and Roger laughed and told funny
drinking stories. He didn’t know what to say, or how even to get
out of the room gracefully; nor did they know what to say to him.
He was standing there, judging them, self-righteously. Even if he
wasn’t, they would think he was—which came to the same thing.

Kip was lonely for the companionship of men younger than the
boarders of the Tarleton House. He had been looking forward to
the arrival of Roger, as a debutante to her first ball. Roger the gay,
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the warm-hearted, the brilliant and versatile! Roger, who had
everything that Kip would have liked to have! Kip had been dream-
ing that Roger would like him, and take him into his literary confi-
dence, as he did Jerry! But now he decided that it could never be.
Roger was a man of the world, used to having a good time accord-
ing to the ways of the world; Roger was a “Cavalier,” while Kip
was some kind of freak, a prude, a cold potato, a boiled strawberry
—or any other old name that Roger, with his gift of language,
would think of!

Roger knew all about the mixing of toddies, and the color and
flavor of good whisky. He and Jerry sampled Pow’s—which had
been got at one of the high-priced hotels for this occasion; Roger
declared it good, but he had something the like of which could never
be got in the land of the Yankees. He dug into one of the suit-
cases, pulling out silk pajamas and embossed silver toilet-articles,
and produced a quart bottle. Pow inspected the label and date, and
his eyes opened wide; Roger assured him it was real, having come
out of his grandfather’s cellar.

So they mixed a new concoction of this enchanted “water of life,”
and sampled it with many sips and smackings and exclamations.
They held it up to the light, and made wise and learned remarks
about it—drinkers’ talk, which means so much to the drinkers, and
is such inanity to those who don’t partake. The liquid fire began
to work at once—since it was early in the morning, and all of them
had empty stomachs. They became lighted up internally, and
warmed each to the others; they were glad of the others’ presence,
and promised a continuance of this gladness, and discussed how
they would drink some more, and where they would get it. Pow
would show Roger where to buy English ale on draft, and Roger .
would send home to New Orleans for a case of real gin, such as
they made down there from their black molasses, grown in the
“Sugar-bowl of the World.”

And meanwhile, Kip continued to stand and reflect upon the sad
fate of the non-drinker in a world of conviviality. Never having
tasted “the stuff,” he had no knowledge of the stimulation it gave,
nor of the physical temptations, the craving for more. But there
was another temptation, the torments of which he knew to the full:
the desire for friendship and companionship, the need to be like
others, so that they would not spurn him, and so that he would not
spurn himself. Yes, Kip hated himself, because he was set apart
from these other young men. He discovered that it is an altogether
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odious thing to set yourself up as superior to your fellows, sitting
on a judgment throne and looking down on their follies.

There seemed to be a curse upon the lives of men and women,
that they could not meet anywhere, and be happy or sociable, with-
out drink. Kip couldn’t go to Greenwich Village, and meet girls
who might be interesting—because, as Jerry had said, they would
expect him to “loosen up and have a highball.” He wouldn’t be
able to go for a walk with Roger Chilcote and talk about modern
poetry; for presently Roger would want to stop in a saloon, and
have a glass of beer at the bar, and some pretzels and cheese at the
free lunch counter. Kip would take a ginger-ale, and then Roger
would think he was sitting in judgment! No—he had to face
the fact, that wherever a “teetotaler” went, even with an “intellec-
tual” such as Roger, he would be a wet blanket, and so he had better
stay at home behind his desk, and keep his cash-record straight, and
carry up hot water for those guests who wanted a toddy, or cracked
ice for those who wanted a cocktail.

Such was Kip’s thought, while he stood, and did his honest best
to keep on smiling. Until suddenly Roger—the shining one, blest
of the gods, who knew all human beings, and their secret thoughts
and griefs and heart-breaks—Roger set down his half-emptied glass,
and left the revellers and their stories, and came and put his arm
into Kip’s. “Camerado,” he said—so warmly, like a caress—*‘this
is too much on an empty stomach! Take me down, amigo, and
give me some breakfast. Could I get some real Southern cornbread
without sugar? Or maybe flannel-cakes? Or fried chicken and
grits?”’



CHAPTER FIVE - - - PROHIBITION

I

THE progress of Roger Chilcote in the literary world began
immediately upon his arrival in the metropolis. The magazine
editor invited him to lunch, this being the customary form of tryout,
requiring little time or expense; if the candidate is found not accept-
able, the editor explains that he eats very little, and has to get back
to the office early. But Roger, at once scholarly and elegant, met
all the tests; so he was invited to dinner to meet the editor’s wife,
and also the wife of a wealthy publisher, an eager and ambitious
lady who acted as a literary scout. She was content to take the
editor’s judgment as to the quality of this candidate’s “stuff”; what
she was interested in was his mop of golden hair, properly subdued,
his charming smile and soft Southern voice and perfect Southern
manners—the indefinable atmosphere of aristocracy which hung
about him. The lady knew he was a “winner,” and went back to
her husband, raving over her find, and began to make plans for a
“literary tea’” on the birthday of his first volume.

As for the poet, it was a wonderful thing when he signed a con-
tract for the publication of his first book. It was like having a
laurel wreath set upon his head. The rumor spread that this was
the future conqueror, and those who prided themselves upon being
one step in advance of the public came crowding to meet him. He
was invited to other dinners, and to the “literary teas” of other
celebrities. This was a sort of semi-public entertainment, gradually
coming into fashion; given by the publisher for the purpose of
introducing a new writer to those critics and reviewers who were
to discuss his book. For the writer, it was a chance to manifest his
personality; for the reviewer it provided those personal details which
turn a dull article into a lively chat. Since there were a hundred
persons who would read about an author for every one who would
read his book, attending tea-parties became part of the business of
literary journalists. The affair was given in a fashionable place,
and cost a lot of money, and on the part of the publisher was an

87
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advertising stunt. But then, so were most of the affairs given in
New York.

All this “tickled” Roger; he would meet the literary lights of the
metropolis, observe their manners, absorb their wisdom, and store
up impressions for a book that would be Henry James and Marcel
Proust rolled into one. (Roger had a way of changing his literary
masters according to his mood.) He would come into the Tarleton
House at one o’clock in the morning, after a dinner dance or a
studio party; full of excitement and eloquence, as well as of punch
and cocktails, and unable to go to sleep without telling his adven-
tures to somebody.

It was hard on Kip, who had to get up at seven, no matter what
novel became a best-seller or what celebrity came to town. But he
could not miss such conversation, more thrilling than any best-seller
on the book-stands. He would sit at his post in the office until he
fell asleep, and when Roger and Jerry came in they would wake him,
and the trio would repair to Roger’s room, and spread themselves
on the bed, or in chairs with their feet on the table. Jerry also had
news to tell, for his descriptive talents had been recognized, and he
was off the obituary column and on “war stuff” : tracing down hair-
raising rumors about German secret agents, the munition plants and
ships they were blowing up, the money they were paying to news-
papers and public men.

II

So, things between Roger and Kip had turned out all right. The
poet soon got used to the “kid’s” queer, shy ways. He didn’t care
in the least if Kip refrained from drinking—provided that Roger
might drink and talk, while Kip listened and manifested admiration.
Every writer needs two audiences—a great one for the utterances
which he thinks worthy of immortality, and a smaller one for the
casual pearls which drop from his lips hour by hour. Usually a
wife fills this minor role, but Roger made jokes about marriage,
and was satisfied with his two cronies.

So the assistant manager and head clerk of the Tarleton House
lived a double life. All day he sat at a desk and met the practical
needs of a swarming human hive, packed from three basements to
three garrets with regular boarders and war-visitors; and then in
his spare moments he fled away to a dream-world of spies and secret
service agents and munition magnates and ship captains and labor
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leaders and what not; also a host of shining figures from the world
of fashionable letters: authors of best-sellers, male and female—the
most unexpected persons who had arrived from unheard-of portions
of the world with a new thrill tied up in a paper parcel. It might
be a gawky youth off a farm who had written a fiery love-story
about ancient Egypt, or a sweet young thing with a school-girl
simper who had been studying the sex-customs of cannibals. Per-
haps it was a prizefighter turned poet; or an old roustabout reporter
with a,story of gangland; or an elderly college professor with a
scandalous biography of the mistress of a king. Impossible to guess
what the next sensation might be; the publishers paid fancy salaries
to experts who were supposed to guess, but they rarely did.

For everyone who succeeded there were a hundred who would
try and fail; all pushing and scheming, seeking some way to win
the favor of critics and publishers, to make themiselves known, to
become members of the literary set. Conversation in New York,
as Roger described it, was a sort of archery practice, everybody
trying to hit the bull’s-eye, perhaps with a belly-shaking witticism,
perhaps with a soul-withering cynicism which the town would be
repeating next day. There was no limit to the size of the treasures
to be won, the prizes of success; the limit to the penalty of failure
was suicide in a garret or the river.

Through this crowded market-place rode those mighty rajahs,
the critics and reviewers, the writers of “culumes” for the great
newspapers, watching the antics of the performers and passing their
sentences of life or death. There rode the masters of the show, the
traders who gambled their money on this celebrity or that, and were
watching like birds of prey for every sign of new salable qualities.
They were spying on one another, and bidding for the popular
favorites; they were studying reviews, trade reports, every sign of
the shifting currents of public taste which would bring wealth and
power to a few of them, and obscurity and ruin to others. Kip
marvelled how it was possible for any human being to survive in
that maelstrom, the book-world as Roger Chilcote portrayed it.

, Yet Roger was going to survive! Roger knew that he had “the
stuff”’; Roger was young, and full of daring—Ilike a lumberjack
rafting logs in the spring, leaping lightly from one place of peril
to the next, and not even getting his feet wet. Roger, the irrepres-
sible, could stand any pace; he could go to teas in the afternoon and
drink fiery punch, and then dine at the home of some wealthy
huntress of literary lions, and there start off with cocktails, and con-
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tinue with a new wine at every course, and brandy with the coffee,
and whisky and soda through an evening of dancing or conversa-
tion. Then he would come home after midnight, and have a “night-
cap”’ or two, and go to sleep, and wake up at noon or later, and have
a couple of cups of black coffee, and sit at his writing-table, and
have the Muse come into his chamber, rustling her shining robes,
and touching his forehead with her magic wand. Roger was sure
he would always be able to do this; he was one set apart, lifted above
mortal weakness. He belonged to a generation which had sat at
the feet of a Viennese physician, and learned from him that there
is only one evil in the world, which is the fear of evil. At least
that is what the generation thought it had learned. If it had
misunderstood the Viennese physician, it was the generation’s hard
luck.

II1

Some years before Roger was born there had come to New York
an aged Chinese statesman, reputed to be the richest man in the
world. The newspapers of the city wanted to know about him, and
he in return wanted to know about this strange new land. He would
ask the most disconcerting questions: how do you get your money,
and what do you eat for breakfast, and have you ever committed a
crime? Of some matron of the most exclusive circles he would
demand: do you cohabit with your husband, and if so, how do you
keep from having babies, and if not, does your husband keep a
mistress, and what do you do about it? To be asked such questions
by an elderly mandarin with a long white beard and a robe of golden
silk with scarlet dragons and purple peacocks—this made a delight-
ful scandal for the ladies of smart society.

It was in this manner that Roger Chilcote took the Tarleton
House by storm. He wanted to understand life, he said, and it was
everyone’s business to tell him, because he was a poet, and poets
were above the laws of mere politeness. If you entrusted your secret
thoughts to him, they might some day appear transfigured, in an
immortal masterpiece of poetry. This egotism shocked people; but
then, most persons were in their hearts convinced that their stories
were worthy to be immortalized; so the boarders of the Tarleton
House found Roger Chilcote almost as exciting as if he had been
the richest man in the world.

He insisted upon being a friend to everybody, holding himself
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above the feuds and antagonisms of this swarming hive. He would
win Kip’s aunt by praising her tea-cakes; he would hail Kip’s mother
as “the city’s most perfect hostess”; after which he would take
Pow around to Sandkuhl’s and sit him at a table and order him a
drink, and pump him dry of Southern reminiscences, and woman
stories, and experiences in the petty politics of Manhattan. Roger
wanted to know all about this imperial city, and he had Pow intro-
duce him to the rulers of the district.

For example, Judge O'Toole, that Tammany police-magistrate
with whom Pow Tarleton had celebrated four years more of Democ—
racy. Roger sat in Sandkuhl’s with the judge, and drew from him
the life-story of a half-starved child, brought up in an inside tene-
ment-room by a washerwoman who wore her fingers to the bone.
The boy had got his start because he worked in a printshop, and
discovered that this shop was preparing examination papers for a
law school; for years he had kept his sick mother alive by selling
these papers to students. Realizing how easy it was to become a
lawyer—‘If those mutts could do it, I knew I could”—he had saved
up his stealings and studied at mght and passed an examination
honestly—so he insisted. The tears rolled down the stout Irish-
man’s purple cheeks while he told the great grief of his life, that
the poor old washerwoman had not lived to share his present wealth
and glory.

And then Detective Kerrigan, of the large diamonds and the
green and purple tie! Roger and Kerrigan “took to” each other
the moment they met; they had something in common, something
flamboyant and highly colored. They made a date for that evening,
and Roger broke a dinner engagement with a visiting British celeb-
rity, and never regretted it—for what should he discover in “Slip”
Kerrigan but a fellow poet! All his life “Slip” had cherished a
secret dream of writing verses—only he had so much trouble in
finding the rhymes. But here was this high-brow authority, assur-
ing him that in modern poetry you didn’t have to have rhymes at
all! You just wrote it the way it came, and people knew it was
poetry because the lines were shorter than the page would carry.

So delighted was this young “plainclothes man” that he “loosened
up” and told Roger the inside story of the politics of his part of
Manhattan—all in confidence, of course, not to be passed on to Jerry
Tyler, who might put it into the “Woil.” “Slip” knew, because it
was his job to collect tribute from brothels and gambling-houses and
saloons. He told how the money was “split,”” and how the captain
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had his share in New Jersey real estate in his v
gan would have liked to do the same, only he cor
there was a girl now making his life a torment—
got off onto the sex problem, and what the hec
about it. It must be he was too good-looking, f
let him alone; they got all his money, and he 1
thing but an errand-boy for the big insiders of
all the same, it was a great game.

v

America entered the war. Those great ne\
been opposing the entry now suddenly discovere
the German menace; and those guests of the ]
read the newspapers changed their minds ov
Tarleton, who had been weeping at the thought
might dye the plain of Flanders with their blc
that he had always despised atheistical German
around the corner, hung the stars and stripe:
explained all day long to his customers that a D
Holland, and not from the accursed land of the
became “liberty steak,” and sauerkraut becam
and so the world was made safe for democracy.

The mental ordeal was a severe one for Roge:
in his life hurt him so much as to admit that |
been right. However, there is a limit to the alc
can maintain from his fellow men; unless he
an outright “crank,” and let his hair grow to hi
raw carrots, and vote the Socialist ticket. Im
all around him in a fever of excitement, prep:
die for their country, and not be shaken in sou
from his ivory tower, and wrote a poem in dispr:
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he should claim exemption, on the ground that his
indispensable to literature. Roger would laugh and ¢
board would be more apt to heed the fact that he was

Kip also had struggles of soul. He wanted to do
was ashamed of the trembling which-seized him at tl
having to leave the Tarleton House, and dump its
cares onto the frail shoulders of his mother. But w
regulations were made known, they called for men bet
one and thirty; so Kip settled back with a sigh of
three cronies remained unseparated, and without bein
it, throve upon the sufferings of those who went aw
of people came crowding to New York, to take part
and war prosperity; so the Tarleton House raised it
prices, and even then had a waiting list. Jerry got a 1
“World,” because of his brilliance in describing pat
strations; while Roger, on account of the leaping pr:
got his uncles to increase his allowance.

IIl fate contrived it that the publication date of
Starlight,” Roger Chilcote’s first volume of poems, c
America’s entrance into the war. Hopeless to expect t
papers would find space for two such events; the wa
headlines, and the utmost the new poet could hope fo
ces d’estime.”” The final authority in the poetical 1
day was a member of the Brahmin caste which resid
Boston, and is reputed to speak only to God. This arb
was compelled, under the laws of Massachusetts, to we
there was no law to prevent her from smoking big
and swearing vigorously. To the shrine of this I
deity all poets and would-be poets made pilgrimage, a
out the sheep from the goats. The publishers sent th
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Roger would receive letters from home, and read these aloud to
his cronies, skipping a few intimate passages. Letters from his
older brother, brief and formal; “Colonel Ted” he was now, no
longer of the Louisiana state militia, but of the United States army,
and expecting soon to go overseas. Brief notes from Lee, who
had turned the plantations over to his uncles, and entered an officers’
training camp. Occasionally a scrawly family note from dear Mrs.
Chilcote, a perfect Southern lady, living far above such common
considerations as spelling and punctuation. “Little Pinckney has
fallen down,” wrote the good soul—Pinckney being her oldest
grandson—"‘‘Little Pinckney has fallen down and torn his pance.”

But the longest and most satisfactory letters were from Roger’s
younger sister. Maggie May had the time to write, and she loved
him the most, and took pride in his success. Roger would stop
in the middle of one of her letters, and say that all this family stuff
would bore them; but Kip would say no, no, they were interested
in everything that happened to the Chilcotes. Jerry would add:
“We're interested even in the colored folks”! So Roger would
read how little Pinckney had ridden his bicycle off the front porch,
and Mama had sat paralyzed in her chair, unable to make a sound
except, “Jesus! Jesus”! over and over again. And how black Eve’s
blacker Adam had been drafted for the army, and the chocolate-
colored Snowball’s ginger-colored Napoleon had got his cheek carved
in a honkytonk. There were a swarm of relatives to be reported
on, as well as a swarm of family servants, and it took Kip some
time to get the white uncles and aunts sorted out from the black,
brown, and tan ones.

He had come to feel that he knew the writer of these letters,
the sweet-faced girl who looked out at him from a photograph on
Roger’s dresser. He discovered in Maggie May Chilcote a being
akin to himself ; one with a talent for hero-worship, and not ashamed
to be humble. It was a great relief to him to have the sister admit
that she didn’t understand what Roger meant by his poetry. Be-
fore long some one took a snap-shot of the three cronies, standing
on the steps of the Tarleton House, and Roger sent this to his
sister, and she wrote back: “Kip is a nice-looking boy.” This
was read aloud to him while he was sorting the morning mail,
with the result that he got everybody’s letters into the wrong pigeon-
holes.
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He noted that Maggie May spent her days at the same kind of
labor as himself; looking after the physical welfare of a large
number of persons, and seeing that servants counted the laundry
and had the roast in the oven on time. Also he noted that she
suffered from excess of conscientiousness, and worried continually
about those she loved. She would write to her wonderful brother,
on the high road to fame: “Dear Roger, do be careful and not drink
too much. Remember poor dear Papa!”

Kip would have liked to say that same thing. He was in position
to watch, and it seemed to him there were times when dear Roger
did certainly drink too much. But what could Kip do about it?
Roger, the glorious, the inspired, was asking no advice; neither
was Jerry, serene and self-confident man of the world. These tall,
elegant literary conquerors were beings so far above Kip that he
dared not utter the faintest little mouse-squeak of protest; he dared
not even look a protest—for fear of the laughter he would excite.

They knew, of course, what was going on in his naive soul while
they were imbibing the pink and green and brown and red and
golden concoctions which they poured out of bottles, and were so
skillful at combining, and so learned and eloquent in discussing.
It added to their gaiety to see the “kid” standing there, questioning
with his big blue-grey eyes and puzzled frown; they would tease
him by describing the wonderful sensations he was missing, the
glories and thrills, the visions and dreams which in his superstitious
blindness he denied to himself. Poor, repressed, puritanical kid!
When they got fairly started on this theme, they would vie with
each other in telling wild tales of the drinking bouts they had taken
part in, the perils they had undergone and the feats they had per-
formed, under protection of the ministering angels of Bacchus and
John Barleycorn. Roger had once driven an automobile up the
slope of a rising drawbridge; while Jerry had been chased by half
a dozen sailors through the worst dives of New Orleans. When
they ran out of things that had really happened, they made up new
ones, and chuckled with laughter to see Kip’s eyes pop wider.

- VI

There was another aspect of liquor-drinking about which they
talked a great deal at this time. There were fanatical persons in
the country who wanted to put an end to the liquor traffic, and were
carrying on agitation to that end. “Prohibitionists” they were
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called; or sometimes, by way of camouflage, “temperance advo-
cates.” They had managed to have their way in many states, at
least so far as the laws were concerned. Now in this war situation
they saw an opportunity to make further encroachments upon the
freedom of Americans. The whole country was being rationed,
as regards the principal food-stuffs; we had to feed not merely our
own armies, but the peoples of England and France and Italy, and
even occupied Belgium. What a crime that grains needed for the
winning of the war should be turned into alcoholic poisons! So
clamored the fanatics, and their cries began to be heard; there was
serious talk in the papers that the government, under the war-powers
granted, might forbid the use of food-stuffs for the making of
liquor.

There were plenty of Americans who would rather have their
whisky than their food, and these set up a counter-clamor, on behalf
of their “personal liberty” and joys of living, even in war-time.
One of the most clamorous was the Big Chief Pow; he would come
to Roger Chilcote’s room, carrying a newspaper with some report
about the spread of the prohibition mania, and he would start his
picturesque denunciation of the bluenoses and the wowsers, the
Methodist old maids riding on camels and the tub-thumpers from
the Bible belt sitting on sprinkler-carts. Pow’s vocabulary gave
glee to Roger, who would uncork a bottle to loosen his tongue.
Roger would even pretend to disagree, and say something good
about the practice of singing hymns—just to be entertained by the
other’s tirade.

As for Kip, he would find some pretext to slip out of the room.
There was no more pleasure in the party for him when his father
came in. The drinking of Roger and Jerry was in its early stages,
and had elements of gaiety; but his father was a settled toper, and
Kip knew that he came to Roger’s room for only one reason, be-
cause there was liquor to be had free of charge. The “Big Chief”
never thought of anything but liquor now; his whole being was
one itch for it, he moved toward it as certain plants turn to the
sun. All his wit, his sociability and friendliness, were mere stage-
acting; he was like a dog in a circus, which stands on a barrel and
does tricks for his dinner.

Roger would amuse himself by tossing scraps to this poor dog-
man; and Kip would worry about it, wondering if he ought not
interfere. The time came when Pow went off on one of his sprees;
and after that, Roger became serious—remembering the image of
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his own father, waxen in color, with red gashes in his wrists and
throat. He recalled the fact that he was an imaginative poet, having
taken all mankind for his province; and he began asking questions
about the life of a drunkard’s son in New York.

When the Tarleton family had first come to the metropolis, Pow
had been selling bonds, and had kept fairly sober on working days;
it was only on Sundays that he would go to excess. So Kip had
got the idea that if only the saloons could be closed on Sundays, the
family might have a chance to live. All through boyhood, his
personal devil had been the big, red-faced Dutchman who kept the
saloon around the corner, and kept it open on Sundays in spite of
the law. Kip had had to go to Sandkuhl’s to get his father out,
and several times Sandkuhl had put Kip out instead. “But one day
he hurt my arm, and I started to cry, and some old gentleman came
in and made a row; so after that Sandkuhl was afraid, and any
time I came after father, he’d pry him loose and start him on
his way.”

“You can’t use that story,” put in Jerry Tyler, the judge of
literary material. ‘“That was old stuff in the eighteen-fifties. “Ten
Nights in a Bar-room! ‘Father, oh, father, come home with me
now!”

“Don’t fool yourself,” retorted Kip. “It’s live stuff at this very
hour. This town is full of kids that know all about it—either
you get father home or you don’t eat next day.”

He went on to tell how for years his one idea had been, if only
Sandkuhl could be put out of business. But little by little he had
discovered the liquor industry; the wholesalers, and back of them
the distillers and the brewers, with the political machine they sub-
sidized and maintained.

“Now you want to put the whole thing out of business?” in-
quired Jerry, sarcastically. His long form was stretched out on
the bed, with his feet over the footboard, and his hands under
his head; he looked at Kip with pitying tolerance.

“Well, I understand there are some states that do it.”” When
it came to an abstract discussion, Kip thought it was all right for
him to put forward his feeble ideas.

“He’s nothing but a bluenose himself!” exclaimed the reporter.
“Mark my words, he'll end up as a damned wowser!”

But Roger was patient with the youngster’s naiveté. ‘““You can
have such a law in a state like Kansas, Kip, but not in New York,
with its big foreign element. Who would enforce the law ?”
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“Couldn’t the national government do it?”’

“The national government can’t even pass such a law!” broke
in Jerry, irritably. “The Constitution doesn’t give that power to
Congress.”

“Mightn’t it be possible to amend the Constitution?”’

“Forget it, kid—you’re talking nonsense! You’'ll never see any-
thing like that—not if you live to be a hundred!” Thus Jeremiah
Breckenridge Tyler, graduate of Tulane University, and space-
writer on a great metropolitan newspaper. When, six months later,
such a constitutional amendment was actually passed, and a year
thereafter ratified by forty-six states, Jeremiah Breckenridge Tyler
took advantage of a merciful provision of our mother Nature, which
enables us to forget things which we don’t enjoy remembering.

VII

The American people were absorbed in their colossal task of
organizing the greatest army in history, and putting it onto the
battle-line overseas. They had no time to think about a poet, and
any such creature must do one of two things: either plunge into
the excitement, and take to composing mottoes for posters, and
verses inciting housewives to save food; or else withdraw himself,
and live in his own imagination. Roger Chilcote was drifting
towards the latter course. The war had to be won, no doubt, but
the process was a bore, and he was tired of liberty bond salesmen
and four minute oratory in the theatres. The truth was, Roger
couldn’t forgive the war for having spoiled the success of his book;
he would say this with a laugh—but it was the truth, even so.

His attitude was intensified by the arrival in New York of
“Colonel Ted,” full of urgent practical affairs, efficient and exas-
perating as ever. He was going to France ahead of the army, to
apply his special knowledge to the building of cantonments: some-
thing of that sort, about which he would do no more than drop
portentous hints. He had only two days in New York, and many
important interviews, so he had no time to visit his brother’s abode,
and meet a mere newspaper reporter or a hotel clerk. Roger came
back from a visit and applied his verbal gifts to a description of
Ted’s Sam Browne belt and leather “shin-guards”—so he disre-
spectfully called them; he puffed out his chest and “sucked in his
guts”’—the shocking military phrase—and said “Hem !’ and “Haw !”’
in the accents of all the world conquerors since Alexander. Ted
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had inquired when he was going to join up, and was ill satisfied
with poetry as a basis of exemption. He had never even heard the
name of Amy Lowell—and when Roger mentioned her, he wanted
to know, since when had his brother acquired such respect for an
old maid of New England. Roger assured the world-conqueror
that this was a new kind of old maid, who smoked cigars and told
rakish stories; but somehow that failed to improve her status with
the young militarist.

No, Roger was “off” the war business, and ashamed of the
rhymes he had written against the Hun—which, oddly enough, had
struck the popular mood, and carried the name of the new poet
to England! He wanted to get away from noise and confusion,
the hectic life of literary teas and studio parties. His muse was
calling him; offering fragments of what promised to be a shining
narrative in the new ‘“polyrhythmic” verse. Roger wouldn’t tell
about it, except in vague general phrases; it wasn’t “incubated” yet,
he declared; he wanted to retire and brood over it. He pointed
out that a story stood a better chance to be read than isolated poems,
however splendid; and Kip seconded this, because he hoped that if
there was a story in the thing, he might stand a better chance of
finding out what it was all about.

There was a cousin of the Chilcotes living somewhere out on
Long Island: a niece of Grandfather Chilcote, married to the head
of a New York bank. Soon after Roger’s arrival, there had rolled
up to the Tarleton House a sumptuous motor-car described as
“custom-built,” with shining silver and a chauffeur in livery, and
Roger had been whisked away to spend a week-end among the
plutocrats. The estate, called “Broadhaven,” was one of those gaudy
places where they give you a genuine Van Dyck in your bed-
chamber, and you dine off a table carved with the heads of saints,
plundered from a fifteenth century French abbey—thus Roger,
telling about it in the tone of derision proper to an amateur bo-
hemian. These fashionable folk were now begging the new poet
to honor their domain with his presence for the summer. “Cousin
Jenny” had heard of Amy Lowell, even if “Colonel Ted” had not;
she promised Roger that he would be left absolutely free, and might
have a cottage to himself, with or without a servant to wait
upon him,

Roger went for a week or two to try it, and came back and
reported that freedom was unavailable among the rich. He had
damaged his cousin’s social position, by refusing to let the Countess
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of Cheshirecat have a look at him, when that great lady had come
calling. Roger had a plan of his own—to ramble up the coast of
Maine, and find himself an island with two shacks on it, one for
himself and one for a man to cook flapjacks and coffee. Roger
was drinking too much—so he said, without any hint from the
puritanical Kip; he wanted to get to some place where people didn’t
put the stuff under your nose every half hour. He would keep his
things at the Tarleton House, paying for his room just the same;
such being the magnificent way of the rich when their personal
convenience is concerned. Kip and Jerry might use it for a sitting-
room, and Jerry might finish the stock of whisky—but be sure to
keep the cabinet locked from such foragers as Taylor Tibbs.

VIII

Roger went away, and the light went out from the family hotel.
Jerry and Kip were back on the old basis, having to depend upon
occasional letters. The poet had found his island, and it was all
that he had dreamed: rocky shores, pine-trees singing in the wind,
cool blue waters dotted with sail-boats, and now and then a storm,
with a gorgeous roaring and thunder. Roger had found an expert
maker of flapjacks, and he fished, and caught lobsters—fancy real
live and kicking lobsters right out of the depths! And morning
swims in cold water—Kip and Jerry read about them on August
days when Manhattan was a place of wilted collars and palm-leaf
fans. But there were no Maine vacations for hotel-clerks or news-
paper reporters in war-time.

Kip missed the news from Pointe Chilcote; and Jerry, who
thought it fun to pretend that Kip was developing a long-distance
“crush” on Maggie May, passed on this complaint to Roger, who
passed it to his sister. So then Maggie May wrote a letter to Jerry.
She thanked him and Mr. Tarleton for having helped to keep Roger
out of the war; she thought that two of her brothers were enough
to give, and agreed that Roger’s genius set him apart. She was
thrilled by the reviews of his book, and was glad to hear that the
new work would have a story, thus holding out a hope to stupid
persons. Again Kip realized an affinity to the sister at home.

Pow Tarleton would drop in on the sittings in Roger’s room,
and do his best to make himself agreeable. His dark eyes would
roam to the cabinet in which Roger had left his liquors, and to
which he knew Jerry had the key. But Jerry hardened his heart
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and took no hints. He had no idea of drinking up Roger’s stuff,
nor was he going to waste his own upon Pow. He had come to
know the old man’s jokes by heart, and to be bored with his boast-
ing. To heaven with all Southern gentlemen! But Pow never gave
up; that handsome mahogany cabinet, which Roger had purchased
especially for the keeping of his potables, drew the eyes an_d
thoughts of the Big Chief as if it had contained scalps of his
enemies. He would sit and talk about the heat, and his thirst, and
the high price of liquor; until Jerry would say that he was going
to bed, and must lock up.

The nominal head of the Tarleton House had an inexhaustible
theme of conversation these days: the spread of the prohibition
mania, and the menace it offered to the joyfulness of the nation.
Pow would read of events which fell like thunderbolts, both to
him and to the great metropolitan newspapers from which he got
his knowledge about the world. These papers had such contempt
for the prohibition mania, they seldom condescended to mention it;
they thought they were disposing of the subject when they printed
a cartoon representing a lean grotesque preacher in a long-tailed
black coat and a battered stove-pipe hat, carrying a huge umbrella
under his arm and riding a camel or a water-wagon. So the people
of New York were ignorant of the fact that thousands of big em-
ployers of the country had made up their minds that drunken work-
ers could not handle high-speed machinery.

The people of New York prided themselves upon the sharpness
of their wits, and referred to the rest of America as “the sticks”
or the “Bible belt,” “Hicktown” or “Boobville.” But these smart
city people knew a lot that wasn’t so, and a lot more that was not
especially worth knowing. Competitive greed had sharpened their
wits to a razor edge, and taught them how to “make” money; but
when they had “made” it, they found themselves unable to purchase
real happiness, health, or dignity.

These people of “N’Yawk” knew practically nothing about the
great educational campaign which the prohibjtionists were carrying
on all over the United States. A weekly paper was being sent to
a:million homes in states where prohibition was before the legis-
latures; endorsements were being got from city councils, boards of
trade, chambers of commerce; thousands of speakers were address-
ing labor unions and fraternal orders, churches and women’s clubs
and patriotic societies. News of such addresses littered the floors
in the offices of “Woil” and “Join’l” and “Hurl”; and so the read-
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ers of these papers were astounded when they learned that the
twenty-fifth state of the union had forbidden the manufacture and
sale of alcoholic liquor.

What the fanatics were clamoring for was “war prohibition”:
the saving of those fifty million bushels of wheat and rye and barley
that were being made into hard liquor—to say nothing of the time
of the men who did the work, and the space in freight-cars wasted.
They insisted that the President had power to issue such a decree.
But Woodrow Wilson was a Virginia gentleman of the old school,
not the sort to heed wowsers and bluenoses. The trouble-makers
concentrated upon Congress, setting to work to frighten the wits
out of representatives and senators.

Thus came a distressful day in the history of Pow’s life, when
Congress passed a “food control act,” forbidding the manufacture
and importation of distilled liquor for beverage purposes. If Pow
had heard the blowing of Gabriel’s trumpet he could not have been
more dismayed. What on earth was going to become of Southern
hospitality ? To be sure, there was in the bonded warehouses a supply
of liquor estimated to last two or three years; but the price would
start leaping, and poor Pow had no cash to invest in liquor stocks—
and anyhow, he was constitutionally incapable of keeping liquor
except in his insides.

IX

The cold winds of autumn began to blow through the chinks in
Roger’s cabin; they blew him all the way to New York, and he
showed up one October morning, with rosy cheeks, sun-tanned and
with golden hair wind-blown; he was lean, and full of the devil
He routed Jerry out of bed with whoops and pounding on the door,
and got him down to his sitting-room, and slapped him on the back,
and Kip also, calling them names of abuse, and announcing that
he was a reformed rake, and was going to start life all over. To
celebrate the event, he and Jerry would have a drink of perfectly
gorgeous Canadian whisky which he had purchased in the prohi-
bition state of Maine.

The “makings” were produced, and were “made,” and Jerry
sipped the liquor and said it wasn’t bad, but he would prefer Scotch
every time. Whereupon Roger declared that Scotch whisky was
an abomination to the palate and an extermination to the gizzard,
having originated in a land of mists and fogs, infested with theo-



PROHIBITION - 103

logical vermin, so that a man wanted to drink and forget as quickly
as possible. In America the sun shone, and there was a new gen-
eration with sunshine in its heart, and our native drinks were
nature’s gift to us. But, of course, if Jerry still clung to his
superstitions, there was a part bottle of Scotch in the cabinet—unless
he had finished it up in the interim.

Jerry said no, he had never opened the cabinet. He gave his
friend the key, and Roger stooped and unlocked the mahogany door,
and from the forest of bottles took out one labeled “Glenlivet Malt.”
Jerry took it, and poured a few drops into his empty glass—and
then suddenly stopped, and held it up to the light, and frowned
at it with his heavy, dark eyebrows. ‘‘Why, what’s this?”’ The
liquid was clear and transparent, not the rich brown that was ex-
pected. Roger put the glass under his nose and gave a sniff or two.
Then he put it to his lips, and cautiously tasted it. “That’s funny,”
said he. “Do you put water into your bottles when they’re empty ?”’

Such a question hardly needed answering. Roger took another
bottle out of the cabinet. It was supposed to be full of brandy,
but the seal had been broken, and there was a telltale hole in the
cork. When the cork was drawn, and some of the contents poured
into a glass, it was discovered to be of the same color, transparent
and tasteless. Three or four more bottles yielded the same results.
Somebody had opened the cabinet, and taken every drop of the
liquor, replacing it with aqua pura from the Croton dam.

“As God is my witness,” said Jerry, “I have never touched this
cabinet.”

“What did you do with the key?” asked Roger.

“It’s been on my ring all the time.”

Roger knelt down and did a little sleuthing. There were specks
that looker like wax on the inside of the key-hole plate, and he
said: “Some one has taken an impression of the lock and had a
key made.”

Kip had been standing by, observing the drinking scene, silent
and uncomfortable as always. Now Roger looked at him, and saw
that tears were running down his cheeks. " He sprang and caught
him by the arm. “Never mind, kid!” he exclaimed. “Nobody
blames you. I really don’t mind anyhow. It’s a good one on me.”
He and Jerry began to laugh—though somewhat feebly.

“It makes me want to die!” exclaimed Kip. He could not con-
trol the tears—they kept coming, and he did not try to wipe them
away.
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“But kid, you can't help it! It’s no more your fault than mine!”
Both Roger and Jerry saw that it was really necessary to laugh, and
they managed to find it genuinely funny when they got started.

“I’'ll kill that black Taylor,” exclaimed Jerry.

But Kip would have no such pretense. ‘It wasn’t Taylor,” he
said, simply. “It was my father.” .

Roger grinned, as if this would be the best joke of all. “You
really think that? By golly, if it was, he’s got the laugh on us,
all right. Imagine him chuckling up his sleeve!”

“He sure put one over on us!” chimed in Jerry. “The old
rascal!”

“You see what’s happened,” persisted Kip, paying no attention
to their pretenses. “The price of booze has gone out of his reach,
and so——" he stopped, choked by his shame.

Roger took him by the arm. “Don’t be a cry-baby, kid,” he said.
“You’re making a mountain out of a molehill. When a man can’t
get a drink, well, what can he do but get one?”’

“He might have blown out the gas in his room,” answered Kip;
“anything but turn into a thief!”

Roger’s grip on his arm became tighter. “Don’t use such talk,
Kip! One doesn’t put such things into words. And anyhow, I tell
you, you're using the wrong words. So shut up and let’s forget
it forever!”

“I'll replace it, of course,” said Kip, trying to get control of
himself. “And thank you—I hope you know I appreciate your
kindness in trying to turn it into a joke. I’ll get you some more,
right away.”

This time Roger’s laughter was unforced. “Good Lord, boy!
If I have to drink what you buy, I'm on the wagon for life!”’

But Kip took a chance as to that. He carried the story to his
mother, and she gave him the money—he having none of his own.
He went to the dealer from whom Roger purchased his liquor, and
explained that some of it had been stolen, and that he felt responsible.
The man looked up Roger’s old accounts, and they got a pretty
good idea of what had been in the cabinet. The prices made Kip’s
head swim—but no matter, the loss must be made up.

The stuff was delivered, and Roger thought it best to make no
fuss about it; but he set out at once to get “square” on Kip and
his mother. He bribed Kip’s aunt with a fancy Chinese shawl,
and got from her Mrs. Tarleton’s measurements; then, the evening
before the Thanksgiving celebration in the family hotel, he sneaked
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to his landlady’s room, and opened the door a crack, and dropped
inside a large box, and shut the door quickly and fled downstairs.
The box, upon being opened, was found to contain an unimaginably
expensive purple silk dress, in the new fashion which caused a mid-
dle-aged lady from Virginia to blush even to look at it.

But what could she do about it? The name of the dealer had
been cut out of the box, and all the labels cut from the dress, so
it couldn’t be returned ; and when she accused the poet of the crime,
he looked astonished, and denied it so solemnly that she half be-
lieved him. So there was nothing for Mrs. Tarleton to do but to
add a lace fichu in the interest of modesty, and wear that costume
to the evening celebration. Thus the chivalry of the Old South,
which Jerry had so vehemently repudiated! When the poet danced
an old-fashioned lancers with Mrs. Tarleton, and jovially invited
the Big Chief to call the figures, it was almost a family recon-
ciliation.

X

In that autumn of 1917, a black storm-cloud arose in the American
sky, the revolution of the dreaded Russian Bolsheviks. It became
clear that these revolutionists were going to make peace with Ger-
many, and release a million of the Kaiser’s troops to be thrown
onto the Western front. The war, into which America had blun-
dered more or less blindly, took on all at once a desperate aspect.
And this, of course, brought a new crisis in the problem of liquor.
The prohibition fanatics were not content with having banned
whisky, but wanted to put through their whole program. While
all the food in the country was being rationed, should we go on
wasting grain in brewing beer? So they clamored.

There had been a long-standing difference among temperance
advocates over the problem of “hard liquor” versus wines and beer.
The latter contained less alcohol, and therefore were less harmful,
and many temperance people had pleaded with the brewers to cut
loose from the distillers. The real evil was the saloon, these workers
argued; if we could have in this country something like the Euro-
pean cafe, where men sipped a glass of beer, and read the papers
and chatted and listened to music, conditions might be better, and
the efforts of the fanatics less successful.

But all such overtures had been futile. The tempo of American
life required quick drinking, and the tempo of business required
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quick selling. The saloon-keeper didn’t want a customer who took
an hour to sip a glass of beer; he wanted one who got drunk in
half that time. The policy was to ‘“crowd the market,” and then
use a share of the profits for “‘protection’”’—the buying not merely
of the police and the city governments, but of both political parties.
By that means the distillers and brewers had piled up an investment
of a thousand million dollars; they had ruled the cities for a hundred
years, and expected to rule for another hundred.

But now, in the midst of war, when distilling was seen to be
doomed, the brewers were seized by a panic, and threw their part-
ners overboard. The newspapers suddenly blossomed with full page
advertisements of brewers explaining that they had come to see the
evil of their ways, and regretted the “false mental association” which
had caused people to class their product with “hard liquor.” They
besought the public to take an interest in “true temperance,” and
pictured the calamities which would follow total prohibition. What
would the stock-growers do if deprived of “brewer’s grain?”

There was a desperate struggle in the halls of Congress. The
brewing interests had the money, but the fanatics had the votes.
They forced through Congress an act forbidding the use of food-
stuffs in the making of wine and beer; and having got that, they
began clamoring for an amendment to the Constitution, forbidding
all traffic in intoxicants forever. The liquor interests, seeing ruin
before them, had one of their senators, a gentleman from Ohio
named Warren G. Harding, prepare a little joker. In order to
become valid, a constitutional amendment has to be ratified by three-
fourths of the states; and the joker declared the prohibition amend-
ment should be void unless these thirty-six states ratified it within
six years—something the “wets” counted upon preventing. Later
on the time was extended to seven years, and in this form the
measure passed the Senate and House at Christmas time of 1917.
It was called the “Eighteenth Amendment,” and all the wowsers in
the United States now concentrated upon the task of persuading or
frightening the state legislatures into ratifying it.

XI

This dawning of prohibition was the thing Kip Tarleton had
been praying for through most of his life, and which people had
been telling him he would never, never see. It would amount to
getting his father back again; and what Christmas present could
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equal that? Kip might be ever so cold to the Big Chief, but even
so, he had not forgotten the playmate of his early days. In the
depths of his heart, he agreed with his mother, in holding John
Barleycorn to blame for all his father’s weaknesses; bragging and
insincerity, laziness and cheating, you could see these vices come to
life in the old man, literally minute by minute, as he poured in
the liquor.

There were other reasons, too, for Kip and his mother to rejoice
at that Christmas present. What a different affair would be the
keeping of a family hotel under prohibition! No longer would
Taylor Tibbs spend his time trotting round to Sandkuhl’s for pails
of “suds” and bottles of whisky and brandy, and to the Elite drug
store for doses of bromo-seltzer and Seidlitz powders and Hunyadi
water. No longer would the expressman be delivering cases of
beer from Hoboken and of rye from Kentucky. No longer would
there be rugs to be sent to the cleaners, and bedspreads to the
laundry, after some gentleman had vomited over them. No longer
would the Tarleton ladies have to wrestle with the moral problem
of what to do about the board-bill of Mrs. Faulkner, who was up
in her room weeping, because her husband had taken everything and
gone on a spree.

Also, Kip figured that he would now be able to have some friends.
No longer would he have to be superior to everybody else! No
longer would he have to sit like a dummy and spoil all the fun.
No longer would he watch Roger and Jerry drifting to the same
destiny as Pow, with the accursed business of “treating.” Kip’s
satisfaction at the prospect was so great that he could not conceal
it. Jerry, lamenting the progress of the wowsers, would suddenly
glance at the youngster and exclaim: “He’s grinning at us, the
little moral demon!” He would grab Kip and throw him onto
the bed, put a pillow on his brown-thatched head and sit on it, and
jounce up and down a few times, while Kip howled with mock
anguish, and promised never to grin again. But he wouldn’t keep
the promise. He would open Jerry’s door in the morning, while
the young man of the worid was helpless, shaving his chin, and
yell: “Another state has ratified: the amendment! It is a landslide!”

The most hilarious aspect of the matter, from Kip's point of
view, was that the first states to “come across” were precisely those
which meant most to the inmates of the Tarleton House. Barely
two weeks after the passage of the amendment through Congress,
the state of Mississippi ratified it by vote of its legislature—121
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to 8. Three days later came a veritable slap in the face to the Big
Chief Powhatan—his own native commonwealth, the mother of
cavaliers and statesmen, home of the F. F. V’s, proceeding to outlaw
liquor by the vote of 114 cowards, with only 21 cavaliers and states-
men daring to say nay! And three days later Kentucky, the blue-
grass state, famous for race-horses and Bourbon whisky; native
land of Braxton Bragg Gwathmey, retired tobacco-planter, who had
the third-floor front in number 39, and was accustomed to have
his liquor sent from home, several cases at a time, and stowed under
his bed; and three days after that South Carolina, first state to
secede and last to be reconstructed; homeland of Beauregard For-
tesque, occupant of the second-floor back in number 37, who gave
poker-parties that lasted from Saturday night until Monday morn-
ing, and knew how to mix every kind of concoction from ‘horse’s
necks” and “Mamie Taylors” to ‘“golden slippers” and “blue
blazers!”

So it went, state after state, like a row of wooden soldiers, each
knocking the next one down. Louisiana, the home of Roger and
Jerry, managed to hold out until the following summer, but finally
gave way—by the votes of “hill-billies,” lazhed to frenzy by religious
exhorters and evangelists; also by the votes of planters who hoped
to keep liquor away from their Negroes. Such, at any rate, was
the explanation of the phenomenon which Roger got from his Uncle
Daubney. There were in America, it appeared, a great many gen-
tlemen who wanted to have liquor themselves, but didn’t want their
workers to have it; with the help of such gentlemen, the wowsers
and bluenoses might actually come to prevail!



CHAPTER SIX - - THE GOLDEN JAIL

I

N‘EW YORK CITY had become a funnel through which a
hundred thousand soldiers were poured overseas every week.
They departed silently, with no one at the piers to cheer them; they
traveled in flotillas, with warships before and behind, and a mos-
quito-fleet of destroyers weaving in and out among them. They
travelled in silence, at night without so much as the light of a
cigarette. Presently they were landed in France, and those at home
would get postcards and letters marked “A.E.F.,”” and nothing more.

The French and British were holding the last German assault;
holding, hour by hour, waiting for the American army to go into
action. In June began the advance, and the newspapers blazed on
their front pages the magical names of Cantigny and Chateau
Thierry and Belleau Wood ; on inside pages, not so proudly, the lists
of casualties, beginning as paragraphs, and swelling quickly to
columns. Among the earliest was the name of Colonel Edward
Pinckney Chilcote, of the 948th Infantry, Louisiana.

One line in the official listings—that was all. In due course his
wife would receive a letter of sympathy from his commanding
officer, telling that he had died by shell-fire while holding an ad-
vanced line against an enemy counter-attack. From the war depart-
ment would come a sealed package containing his watch, his ring,
his cigarette-lighter, several letters from home, and a locket with
a picture of his wife and babies, There was a wooden cross marking
his grave, and after the war his remains would be dug out of the
ground, and sealed in an airtight coffin, and brought back to be
interred with military honors in the family burial-ground. Such
swas the story of “Colonel Ted.”

Roger gave few outward signs of grief; but the gaiety went out
of him, and those who knew him saw that he was brooding all the
time : remembering every harsh and jeering word he had spoken to
his brother, the jealousy and strife that had been all through their
lives. Ted had believed in discipline, and had given his life for
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his faith. What did Roger believe in, and what was he doing to
prove it?

The son of the Muses wanted to get away to his island, and go
to work again. Here he had wasted a second winter in New York,
with tea-parties and literary chatter—‘“‘gabble, gobble, guzzle, git!”
Again he had been drinking more than was good for him; the
so-called “war prohibition” had apparently not made the slightest
difference in social customs. People drank more than ever, and
said it was because of the nervous tension of war-time. Others
drank as a matter of social prestige; when the price of something
went up, to have that thing became essential. Yet others drank
to spite the wowsers—or so they said. To Kip that sounded like
Pow’s insisting that he had been driven to drink by his wife’s
nagging.

Roger wanted to finish his poem. Or did he really want to finish
it? He was sick of the damned thing, he would say—it was a piece
of junk. Then would begin an argument with Jerry Tyler, who
had studied the uncompleted manuscript down to the smallest frag-
ments, and hailed it as one of our future masterpieces; something
poignant, beautiful, worthy to be compared with “The Ring and
the Book.” Kip, too, would be called upon; he had never read
Browning, and was no judge of poetry, new or old, but he could
testify that the poem had made real to him an historical period—
colonial days in Maryland—about which he had been utterly igno-
rant; and that he was fairly “dying” to know what was going to
happen to Anita Vanning and the young travelling surveyor with
whom she had fallen so desperately in love.

To be sure, Kip really did know; he had hear Roger and Jerry
discussing the story. He knew that the eloping young couple would
be overtaken by the grim husband of Anita; that the young lover
would be compelled to fight a duel, and would kill the husband;
after which it would be impossible for Anita to marry him, and
she would pine away. In fact, the reader was told this in the very
beginning, for the poem started with a tombstone in a mouldy old
church-yard, where the poet brooded over the pitifulness of human
fate. On the stone was a bas-relief of Anita, and another of her
husband, planter and official of the colony of Maryland shortly be-
fore the Revolutionary war.

When you heard the story thus, in bare outline, it sounded like
a grand opera libretto, or even a dime novel. But in reality the
poem was extraordinarily passionate and moving; the poet had put
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life into those characters of a hard-drinking and hard-living day.
He had made his hero of Revolutionary days an incarnation of the
modern revolt against the system of purchase-marriage. He had
written the scenes of young love with a fervor which Jerry com-
pared to “Romeo and Juliet.” So now, when Roger grumbled that
he was sick of the thing, and it was only a pot-boiler, Jerry would
grab him by the shoulders and shake him. Was he going to be
one of those futile poetasters who couldn’t keep their inspiration
long enough to complete a sustained work? One of those wretched
creatures you saw in Greenwich Village, sitting round cafe tables,
drinking vin ordinaire, and outlining masterpieces they were going
to begin next week!

“You have too goddam easy a time, that’s what’s the matter with
you!” stormed Jerry. “If you had to earn your living like me,
you’d have finished that poem long ago!”

“No,” said Roger, “that’s not it. It’s that I'm off Anita. She
keeps worrying me; she wants too much. A poet can’t stand a
woman who’s exacting.”

“Forget Anita!” said Jerry. “She was nothing but a springboard
to start you off.”

“But she refuses to be forgotten. She’s in a fever. She won’t
let me go away!”

“Tell her you're making her immortal, and let that satisfy her.”

“What woman was ever satisfied that way?”’ growled the poet.

Kip listened to such conversations, and did not reveal by a glance
that he felt any curiosity. For a long time he had known that Roger
was involved with what Jerry crudely called a “skirt,” and that his
poem, which was some day to set the literary world on fire, was
an idealization of this adventure. The poet had not seen fit to take
Kip into his confidence—this being a tribute to Kip’s youthful pur-
ity of soul.

But Jerry was not so considerate. Immediately after Roger’s
departure for his second summer in Maine, Jerry availed himself
of Kip’s services as “‘shock-absorber.” Roger’s parting with “Anita”
had been painful, and Jerry, seeing Roger off at the station, had
‘the story poured out to him. Then he came back to the Tarleton
House, and sitting in Roger’s comfortable room, with his feet on
Roger’s footstool, and in his hand a glass of whisky and soda, he
first swore Kip to secrecy, and then told him the fantastic tale of
an intrigue which had been going on for a year and a half, ever
since the first month of Roger’s coming to New York.



112 THE WET PARADE
II

Walking one afternoon on a side street in the shopping district,
the poet had been overtaken by a tremendous downpour of rain.
In front of him were two ladies, running to shelter, and after the
fashior. of a Southern gentleman, he had pressed his umbrella upon
them, and hailed a passing taxi-cab and put them into it. In the
minute or two of excitement Roger had liked what he saw of the
younger woman, a brunette beauty of twenty-two or thereabouts;
yielding to a double impulse, to see more of her, and to get out
of the rain, he had stepped into the cab.

They had given an address in the east sixties, a fashionable and
expensive neighborhood. During the half hour of the ride Roger
had poured out the treasures of his charm, both social and literary,
and noted the curious reactions of his fellow-passengers. The
younger woman sat with long dark lashes drooping over her black
eyes, scarcely ever lifting her glance to the golden-haired god before
her. But blushes came and went upon her cheeks, and there were
signs of interest a-plenty. The other woman, “the duenna,” as Roger
named her in his mind, was stiff and solid, clad in black, with no
fashion and no nonsense about her; she stared half the time at Roger,
and the other half at her companion, and the alert hostility in her
look was comical. “This young woman is in jail!” thought the poet.

When the cab came to the home, the impression was reinforced.
It was one of those big double houses with an entrance at the street
level; and not merely were there heavy bars over the ground-floor
windows, but over those of the second story as well. The bars were
of a reddish bronze, and the street door had double gates of such
bronze before it. “A golden jail!” thought the poet to himself.

He had hoped that, if he laid out his charms freely enough, he
might be invited inside until the rain was over. But no, the duenna
insisted upon paying the cab-fare, and thanked him with no super-
fluous word, and tried to keep him from getting out and carrying
the umbrella over them to the house. A solemn old butler with
grey hair opened for them, and they went inside without another
word, and the door was shut in Roger’s face.

He had the taxi drive him to a drugstore at the corner, where
he sat waiting for the rain to stop, meanwhile ordering a soft drink
and chatting with the druggist. He found out who lived in this
house, a “Wall Street man,” head of an old-established firm. “I
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think I’ve met him,” said Roger, fishing for further information.
“Elderly, man, isn’t he?” i

The druggist thought that he wore a little grey mustache; having
seen him sitting in his car, while the chauffeur made purchases.

“He has a daughter, hasn’t he?”

The druggist didn’t know about the family, but had seen a young
lady—yes, a dark young lady, very good looking.

A day or two later Jerry Tyler did a bit of scouting for his friend,
calling upon this Wall Street man in his capacity as newspaper
interviewer. Jerry reported him one of those persons who keep
themselves in jail all their lives; rotten rich, self-centered, hard as
nails, cautious, afraid of blackmailers—and with good reason, be-
cause you could see he had gone the pace.

It was ten years before Kip ever heard the man’s real name;
Jerry always spoke of him as “Mr. Blank.” Also the name “Anita”
was not the real one, but that which Roger was using in his poem.
Jerry, waiting outside the man’s private office, had said to the sten-
ographer: “Unless I'm mistaken, I once interviewed Mrs. Blank
about a social function. Rather young lady, very beautiful, dark,
isn’t she?” ‘“Yes,” said the stenographer, but no more. The office
was a jail, too, reported Jerry.

Roger’s poetical mind was aflame with the idea that he had to
do with a beautiful Pompilia, held prisoner by a wicked old Fran-
ceschini. He wrote a sonnet in praise of a lady; a quite wonderful
sonnet of the old Italian sort, full of glowing imagery and extrava-
gant verve. e gave this sonnet a title which was destined to play
a part in his future life: “The Golden Jail.” He didn’t explain
what he meant by that title, but left it to be guessed. He copied
the sonnet out on a piece of elegant parchment, and mailed it; and
when, two or three days later, it came back without a word of
comment, he decided that the prisoner did not even get her mail.
Such a poem was a passport to the presence of a queen.

The Cavalier-poet haunted the street in front of the house, but
no face appeared at the window, no handkerchief was waved. In
the end he followed one of the women servants home; a sewing-
woman, living in a lodging house. She was easy prey for a hand-
some young aristocrat, skilled in the social graces. She opened up
and told him the pitiful story of “Anita,” who had been married
for four years to a selfish old man who kept her for his plaything;
exactly like a Turkish wife in a harem, as portrayed in a recent
movie, The only man allowed in the house was the elderly butler
who had been with the master from youth. No other came, except
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now and then a friend of the master’s, accompanied by him. When
Mrs. Blank went out, it was with that old she watch-dog, Miss
Emily, a cousin of the master’s, an old maid from New England.
The mistress of that strange household might have all the luxuries
that money could buy, but she had no happiness. When it was a
question of any other man, the master behaved like a maniac; his
own life having been such that he would not trust man or woman.

It took no more than a ten-dollar bill to induce the sempstress to
deliver the manuscript poem to the prisoner of the “Golden Jail;” and
in a few days there came in the poet’s mail a letter about his work.
Let anyone criticise a poem of his, said Roger, and he would know
that person; he could not be deceived by any pretense, nor blinded
by any flattery. So now he proceeded to fall in love with this un-
attainable beauty—only he set out to attain her with a speed that
would have done credit to a “mob” of high-class cracksmen.

II1

Kip recollected the next stage of this adventure—which everybody
in the Tarleton House had known about. A wagon from a sporting-
goods establishment had delivered at the hotel a large object known
as a “surf-board.” It was nine feet long, and a couple of feet wide,
rounded at the corners, and beautifully oiled and polished. Roger
had explained that he was expecting to visit the South Seas, and
meantime wanted to practice at the beaches. Why he had bought
such an object in December was left to speculation. It was stood
up in a corner of the room, and charged to the eccentricities of the
poetical temperament. Now Jerry explained to Kip what its purpose
had been.

Next to the “Golden Jail” stood a fashionable apartment-house,
with a space of five or six feet between the two. Roger had made
note that the sixth floor of the apartment-house was level with the
roof of the “Golden Jail,” and that there were windows looking
out upon it. He went in by the “delivery entrance” of the apart-
ment-house, and had a session with the youth who held the post
of janitor’s helper. After a study of this naive Swedish face, Roger
drew out a new twenty-dollar bill with a bright yellow back, and
laid it in the other’s hand. Thus persuaded, the young Swede took
Roger up to the sixth floor in the freight-elevator, and let him look
around. He found that on the roof of the “Golden Jail” there was
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a small structure containing a stairway, and a door leading inside.
He found also that one of the windows of the apartment-house was
in a corridor, a sort of enclosed fire-escape, not often used. Said
he to the janitor’s assistant:

“There’s a maid in the house next door whom I want to meet on
the roof. 1 have a way by which I can cross from this window.
If you’ll let me come here tomorrow night and forget me, nobody
will ever know it. I can close the window, all but a little, and open
it again when I get ready to come back. I'll pay you fifty dollars
more, and if you’ll keep your mouth shut, and let me come whenever
I want to, I'll pay you a hundred every month. I’'m crazy about
that girl.”

Of course there was a chance that this might be a “gentleman
burglar,” such as janitor’s helpers learned about in the movies
of those naive days. But Roger managed to convince this par-
ticular helper that he was youth and laughter, not crime. The
Swede was something of a Romeo himself, it appeared. A bargain
was struck, and Roger paid the sewing-woman another ten-dollar
bill to take a letter to the lady of the “Golden Jail,” telling her
simply that a poet had noticed upon the roof of a lady’s castle a
door, and that at the stroke of midnight the poet would be standing
outside that door.

So, on the evening appointed, Roger carried his surf-board from
his room in the Tarleton house, and called a taxicab and rode off,
holding the thing outside on the running-board of the cab. The
janitor’s helper was not merely a Romeo, but an engineer and builder
of bridges; he had measured the distance from the window-sill
to the coping of the roof, and he now put some stout nails into the
surf-board, in such position as to keep it from slipping at either end.
He took the other Romeo up in the freight-elevator to the sixth
floor, and raised the window for him, and held the board while he
crawled across on hands and knees. Roger took the board over to
his side, and stowed it safely, and tiptoed over to the door and
took up his cold vigil.

He had a wrist-watch with a radium- face, and promptly at
twelve he heard a sound at the.door; it opened, and he slipped in-
side. Not a word was spoken; a woman’s hand touched his, and
fingers touched his lips. He felt himself gently led down a steep
flight of steps, and then along a corridor, all in utter darkness.
He judged that he was taken into a room, for there was a pause,
and he heard the faint sound of a key. Then the woman’s hands
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touched his overcoat; he started to whisper, but heard a quick
“Ssh!” and fingers pressed his lips.

v

At this point in his narrative Jerry paused for a laugh. He had
always laughed with Roger here. Suppose it had been the sewing-
woman, or one of the maids! “Oh, Lord! Just suppose!”

But there was no fun in Kip just then. A whole complex of
emotions possessed him. So it was really true that the story in
the poem was Roger’s own! And Roger had been risking his life
for his heroine! ‘“How he must have loved her!” he exclaimed,
naively.

Jerry shrugged. “I guess he thought it was love,” he said.
“Personally, I like to see a little more of the women I love. Roger
hardly even heard this woman’s voice—just a sort of ghost-whisper,
that you couldn’t hear three feet away. ‘He will kill you,’ she
would say, in that dark and silent room. ‘He will hire a man to
shoot you at night on the street.” Roger judged the room was
a studio, because there was always a smell of paint in it. He never
had a chance to explore it; he was led into it with Anita holding
him by the hand, taking every footstep with slow care. If a mouse
moved, it might mean discovery. Oh, yes, that was an adventure
to start a poet’s fancy!” Jerry paused a moment, and added: “I
think that is why he did it!”

“Oh, no!” exclaimed Kip, the romantic one.

“He had many motives, of course. It was the madness of genius.
A beautiful lady shut up by an ogre in a castle, and being rescued
by a gallant knight. I’'m too cynical to see romance, I guess; I see
the gallant knight crawling on his belly, on an icy surf-board
seventy-five feet in the air! I'm not thrilled by real stories; I'm
thrilled by the poem Roger is making of it, and so will the high-brow
critics be, when they read it—and hear rumors of the real story!
What a literary item!”

But Kip didn’t get that point. He was thinking about Roger,
not about his book. ‘It makes my blood run cold to think
of it.”

“All that winter the crazy loon slid on his belly across that peril-
ous gulf—in rain or shine. There was one early morning when, in
order to get back, he had to dig his surf-board out from under
several inches of snow, and rub away at it until it was no longer
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too slippery. Damn a selfish woman, that would let a man risk
his life like that!”

“Yes,” said Kip, gravely. “If she really loved him, she ought
to have left her husband, and gone away with Roger somewhere.
Didn’t he ask her to?”

“He was in that state of poetic intoxication which asks nothing
but to go on being intoxicated. I suppose he’d have been crawling
on his belly till yet, but for what happened.”

“What ?”” demanded Kip, eagerly.

“One rainy April morning, just after the publication of ‘Swords
of Starlight,” our Romeo, after parting from his Juliet, put his
board across the chasm and discovered that some one had shut the
window of the apartment house and made it fast. There he was,
stuck on the roof of the ‘Golden Jail!’” There was nothing for it
but to shiver and wait for daylight.”” Jerry stopped and laughed.
“It’s always been my theory that that was the beginning of the end
of the enchantment! No romance when you’re frozen! He had
to leave his surf-board, and get himself over to the roof of the
house on the other side, which happened to be on a level with the
jail, and then on to the next, until he had got three doors farther
away. Then he pounded on the trap-door on the roof, until it was
lifted, and there appeared the face of an astonished manservant,
standing on a step-ladder. It wasn’t easy, even for Roger, to handle
that predicament—first with the manservant, then with the butler,
then with the master of the house, who fortunately happened to be
very deaf, and was finally persuaded to accept what the butler
shouted into his ear—that Roger was a somnambulist, out for a
subconscious stroll!”

A%

It was all over now, Jerry said; and he added, fervently, “Thank
God!” A great poet had escaped with his neck and his master-
piece. The masterpiece ended with both lovers dying, but in real
life they were not married, and so would live happy ever after.
“Have they really separated?”’ asked Kip.

“T can only hope so,” said the other.

“But why couldn’t they be happy if they married?”

“God forbid! Poets aren’t made for matrimony. A man can't
serve two masters. A woman, once she has you tied in legal
bonds, never gives up till she’s made you her slave. But a poet
is the slave of his Muse.”

1
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“I'm glad I'm not a poet,” said Kip. “I don’t understand this
affair at all. It was plain crazy.”

“You'll make some nice girl a good husband some day, old
kid,” said Jerry, patronizingly. “You’ll be a good and dutiful
father of a good and dutiful little family. Then perhaps you may
discover why a creative artist can’t write masterpieces, with crying
babies in the house, and a hysterical mother telling him to get out
and earn a living instead of creating art. The two things don’t
mix.”

But to Kip, the more he thought this problem over, the more
bewildering it seemed. He wondered if all literary masterpieces
had origins as fantastic and extravagant. The cult of “art” meant
little to him; he kept thinking about the human side of the matter.
Roger must have loved Anita to have risked his life—to say noth-
ing of his honor! Now, how could anybody be sure that Roger
was going to be happy, separated from the woman he loved?

The younger man went on plying his friends with questions.
“Did he just walk off and leave her?”

“It was complicated, like all love-affairs. After that subcon-
scious walk at night on the icy house-tops of Manhattan, Roger
decided it was time for some less romantic way to continue his ro-
mance. After the baby was born =

“The baby?” gasped Kip.

“Oh,” laughed Jerry, carelessly. “I forgot to mention that little
detail. There is a baby, and now there’s another on the way.
That’s the real solution of the problem, you see. Anita will have
her children, and everything in the world she needs for their care,
and Rodge can write poetry about her.”

“And the husband?”’

“What’s he got to kick about? He thinks the achievements are
his, and his heart is full of pride. There’s an old saying here in
Manhattan, that what you don’t know won’t hurt you.”

VI

In the month of October, when Roger came back from his second
visit to the Maine island, the American army was locked in a death-
grip with the enemy in the Argonne Forest, and in the long list of
casualties appeared the name of Lee Chilcote, wounded. Roger
began telegraphing to the people at home, and cabling to friends
abroad, and in a few days he learned that his brother was in a base
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hospital with an injury to the spine, partly paralyzed, and perhaps
permanently crippled. Ordinarily, Roger would have taken the first
steamer for France; but this was wartime, and matters were not so
easily arranged. As a result of the Meuse-Argonne operations the
army would have something over a hundred thousand hospital cases;
if all the relatives came running to their bedsides, that would be a
complication indeed.

So Roger waited, and fumed at himself. He had finished the
story of Anita Vanning, but vowed that he was “sick of the damned
thing,” and Jerry had difficulty in getting the manuscript away from
him, to have it copied. Roger was done with the literary business
forever, he declared; it was a rotten fake, and Plato was right in
wanting to banish the whole tribe of poets from his republic. Roger
cculd not forgive himself, because he had been dallying with a
woman while better men had been going to their death. He had
decided that they were better, because they were men of action,
while he merely pretended, and never felt anything—only just
enough to describe it in fancy words. He had made up his mind
to enlist and get into the war.

But alas, he was too late; for the attack of the Meuse-Argonne
army was carrying everything before it, and all at once the German
resistance began to collapse. One day came the news that the enemy
had asked for a respite, and then a despatch to the effect that an
armistice had been signed. New York turned out onto the streets
and performed such antics as had never been witnessed in a city.
The fighting was over, and there was no more chance for a poet to
become a hero. _ i

Lee was being brought to New York on a hospital-ship, and Mag-
gie May telegraphed that she and her mother were coming to meet
him. So Kip at last would have a chance to see that wonderful girl,
about whom he had been hearing for three years! But he mustn’t
show too much interest, for Roger and Jerry were always looking
for a chance to “kid” him. Even in the midst of wounds and death
they would not stop teasing a youth about a girl. In fact, the war
had had the opposite effect ; all the fellows were thinking about girls,
dnd in ways they had never dared hitherto. It was as if nature,
seeing so many millions destroyed, had set to work with desperate
haste to replace them. War-babies were all over five continents,
and so those two of Roger’s ceased to trouble Kip’s “purity of soul.”

Kip would have given much to have Maggie May and her mother
staying at the Tarleton House. But such grand people belonged
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in one of the fashionable hotels, where they would have private
baths, and telephones in their rooms, and unlimited service at all
hours. Roger found suitable quarters, including a room for him-
self, so as to be near them—but still keeping his room at the Tarle-
ton House, in the extravagant way of the rich. He assured Kip’s
mother that nothing was going to win him from the family hotel,
with its atmosphere of home. He would bring his mother and
sister to call on the Tarletons.

That was Roger’s way, as Kip had known it would be. Kip was
a mere hotel-clerk, and sometimes had to turn bellhop, and carry
pitchers of water up to rooms; but that would make no difference
to people who had the standards of the Old South. Kip belonged
to a “good” family, and would never lose that status unless he did
something disgraceful. It was the boast of fashionable society in
Charleston that when invitations were sent out for the Annual Ball,
some of them were mailed to the poorhouse. On this principle, Kip
would meet the Chilcote ladies, and offer them his “respects.”

VII

Lee’s ship came in, and Roger got some sort of pass, and went
down the bay to meet the vessel, and stay with his brother during
the process of transferring him to a military hospital in Brooklyn.
The high-strung poet returned, deeply shaken, with a terrible story
of the sights he had witnessed. Lee was yellow and pain-drawn,
hardly to be recognized; Roger would get the best specialists for
him, and see what could be done. Next day the ladies arrived, and
were driven to the hospital; they would go every day, and sit with
the invalid as long as the regulations permitted.

Three or four days later Roger invited Jerry and Kip to have
dinner with them at their hotel; a great event in Kip's life. He
must have new evening clothes, and a new silk tie, and his mother
came to his room to fuss over him, and see that his cuffs were the
right length and his hair parted straight. Mrs. Tarleton’s distrust
of girls in general appeared to have suddenly evaporated; to Kip’s
surprise she casually mentioned several pleasant rumors she had
heard about Maggie May.

Kip found both the Chilcote ladies dressed in black. Mrs. Chil-
cote was stout and maternal, rosy and kind and sweet. She was
living here in this exclusive hotel in the same life she had lived at
home: that is to say, she sat in a padded chair and had things
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brought to her. When she was to visit her son, Maggie May would
phone and order the motor-car, and the Negro maid would lay out
what her mistress was to wear, and Roger or someone would escort
her to the porte-cochere—for of course by herself she could never
get these hotel-corridors straight, and know which turn to take.
When she went into the dining-room, the head waiter would escort
her to the table, and one of several waiters would pull out a chair
for her and push it back. So it would go, at all hours of the day
or night; the good lady had nothing to do except to smile at every-
body, and tell them what a lovely time she was having—except for
her poor dear boy—and oh, how fortunate that the horrible war
was over, and no more mothers would have their lives broken!

Maggie May was smaller than Kip had imagined her, and sub-
dued-looking in her black dress. She had fine soft brown hair, and
features delicately molded, and an expression of kindness with intel-
ligence. She spoke with one of those delicious soft voices that Kip
loved, though he had lost it himself; she remarked that he talked
quite like a Yankee. He stole shy glances at her, and now and then
met her gentle brown eyes; she was looking at him, thinking, “So
this is Kip!” But she called him Mr. Tarleton, very primly, and
did not say whether she was satisfied or disappointed.

VIII

The party went into the dining-room, and Kip sat by Maggie
May. They had to look at the menu and decide what they wanted
to eat; no easy matter for Kip, because in all his years in New York
he had never entered one of these plutocratic restaurants, and could
not help seeing the prices on the menu, and being horrified. He ran
his eyes over the immense list of foods, and the only thing he could
find that didn’t seem outrageous was the different kinds of fish.
He said in a panic that he thought he would like some fish, please;
blue-fish was a very good kind, that perhaps they didn’t have in
Louisiana. He resisted all other temptations; no, thank you, he
didn’t think he wanted oysters, or soup, or alligator-pear salad—at
two dollars and a half a portion! Yes, he would like a baked potato,
please. Roger, who was attending to the hospitality, and knew his
shy young friend, went right on to order oysters and soup and
alligator-pear salad for all five of them, and after Kip had had
these, plus his fish, Roger ordered some kind of ice cream with a
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fancy French name, and it was put in front of the guest. Kip ate
it because he couldn’t let it be wasted.

Meanwhile, they talked : first about Lee, the main thing they were
interested in; they were taking steps to get him discharged from
the army, and transferred to a private hospital, where he could have
better care. Lee wanted to meet Roger and Jerry pretty soon. He
was feeling less pain, and the doctors thought his legs could be
slowly educated back to use. They talked about the war, and what
would happen about the peace. They talked about New York, and
what the ladies thought of it; bye and bye they would do a lot of
shopping, because everybody at home would be expecting presents.

Then the subject of Roger’s poem came up. It had been copied,
but he hadn’t brought it to his sister, and she wanted to know why.
Roger said he had lost interest in it. Jerry explained that Roger
was a victim of overweening pride; he couldn’t endure for another
man to have done more than he. It wasn’t enough to have written
one of the permanent masterpieces of American literature ; he wanted
also to go down into history as the man who had canned the Kaiser.
Were all the Chilcotes that irrational? Dear Mrs. Chilcote re-
marked placidly that they had always had a great deal of pride; you
could see that she considered this to be inevitable. If Roger had
written a free verse narrative, Roger’s mother would be sure it was
the greatest of all free verse narratives—even though she couldn’t
read fifty lines of it without falling into a doze!

Roger remarked that he had been put out of sorts by witnessing
so much suffering. He thought he would begin a poem about the
war—whereupon Jerry drew his black eyebrows into a frown, and
exclaimed: the bummest idea a poet had ever had! The public
would forget the war just as quickly as it could; it would be ten
years before anybody would be willing to read about it again. No,
people would want to read about love, more than anything else, and
the story of Anita would be a knockout.

Of course, when Jerry spoke of “Anita,” he was referring to the
Anita of the poem. Even the up-to-date Jerry dared not mention
the real Anita to a sister like Maggie May! A curious situation,
about which Kip had swift flashes of wonder. This girl, so inno-
cent, in the traditional old-style Southern way, stood close to a dark
and lustful adventure. When she read that highly-charged manu-
script, would any hint of the truth flash upon her? How else would
she imagine that her brother had acquired such intimate knowledge
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of the secrets of unlawful passion? Kip simply could not bring
himself to think about Maggie May reading that poem!

IX

Roger had asked for the wine-card and ordered a quart with the
dinner; you could still get it, provided you could stand the price.
He and Jerry finished the bottle, with no help save from Mrs. Chil-
cote, who took what she called “just a tiny sip.” Maggie May took
none, and Kip was happy to have a champion. “I'm so glad you
don’t drink, Mr. Tarleton,” said she. “I wish my brother had as
much sense.”

“He does his best to teach me,” said Roger.

“Tell me,” persisted Maggie May. “Is he drinking too much?”

It might have been an embarrassing question, so Roger gave the
answer himself. ‘“Any quantity is too much, in the opinion of this
excellent voung man. You can see his virtues written in his anxious
features.”

“He’s right,” said the sister. “With all you’ve seen, it’s a shame
you won’t do anything but make fun of people.” She turned to
Kip. “You know, I tried years ago to get my brothers to stop
drinking. I failed with Roger, but Lee promised, and kept to it,
and now the doctors say that’s one of the reasons he will recover
from his wounds.”

“The war’s over now,” countered Roger. “I shan’t get any
wounds.”

“I wish you were here all the time, Miss Chilcote,” said Kip.
“I need somebody to say the things I don’t dare say.”

“Roger knows what I think,” said the sister. Kip was interested
to note that when liquor was discussed, her gentle expression gave
place to one of decisiveness. “I wish nobody could get any sort of
liquor anywhere,” she declared.

“You may have your way,” remarked Jerry—‘“if this constitu-~
tional amendment is ratified.” :

+ “What’s become of it? I don’t hear anything about it.”

“It’s waiting for the state legislatures, if they see fit to ratify it.”

“It’'ll never be done,” opined Roger. “It’s a fool idea.”

“Don’t be too sure,” warned the reporter. “All the teetotalers
and cranks, like Kip here, and Miss Maggie May, are making
speeches for it. These wowsers and bluenoses never sleep.”
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“What is a wowser ?” inquired the girl.

“I don’t just know,” confessed Jerry. “But I'm agin ’em.”

“It’s an Australian word,” said Roger, whose business was with
words. “It means a reformer.”

“Well, if you're talking about booze,
one.”

Roger went on: “I saw somewhere the other day, they've got
fifteen states to ratify that amendment. They have to get thirty-six,
so it doesn’t look so promising.”

“What you overlook,” countered Jerry, “is that most of the
state legislatures didn’t meet this year. They meet early next year.
And don’t forget, the wowsers have been seeing to the election of
those legislatures. They’ve been holding up every candidate, making
him pledge himself to vote for the amendment. They have a
regular system of blackmail.”

Maggie May, sitting across the table from this aggressive young
man of the newspaper world, held her soft brown eyes fixed upon
his face. ““I don’t understand you, Mr. Tyler. Don’t you think
people have a right to demand what laws they want?”

“They’ve got no right to organize and browbeat legislatures.”

“But isn’t that just what they have to do if they want to get any-
‘thing ?”

Jerry’s heavy eyebrows gathered in his grim frown. “What
happens is, they give us a bunch of legislators with the backbones
taken out.”

“How do you mean, Mr. Tyler? Because they don’t vote your
way?”’ 7

“Oh, thank you,” broke in Kip, relieving the pent-up sufferings
of years. “If you were only here all the time, Miss Maggie May,
to say the things they won't take from me!”

“I'm afraid you’re not a good influence for my brother, Mr.
Tyler.”

“Jerry likes to hear himself talk,” explained Roger, “but when
it comes to action, he watches me like an old granny. He drives
me to writing like a schoolmaster with a lazy pupil.”

“That’s all right,” said Maggie May. “But I'd want to know
~hat you write. If it’s things in praise of drinking, like some
of the poems in your book, I'd just as soon he persuaded you to
stop writing.”

Kip sat with warm rapture shining in his large blue-grey eyes.

’

said Maggie May, “I'm
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Such a wonderful thing, that this quiet, gentle-seeming girl should
know exactly what she thought, and should say it with such incisive-
ness! And without being in the least afraid of being called old-
fashioned! Without caring whether she was a wowser and a
bluenose, a freak, a prude, a cold potato and a boiled strawberry!

X

Lee was getting better; having an elaborate course of massage
twice a day, and a series of carefully calculated motions to bring
life back into his dead limbs. He was bored, having to lie there
on his back all day, with hospital sights and sounds; he wanted all
the company he could have, and asked to meet Roger’s friends.
So Kip took a morning off, and went over to the hotel, and rode
across one of the East River bridges in a comfortable big automo-
bile, along with the Chilcote ladies and Roger and Jerry.

It was really awe-inspiring to Kip to share in such luxury. It
cost about fifty dollars a day to rent a car like that, and it was
hard for him to imagine that people should spend money with such
abandon. It put a gulf between him and Maggie May; he could
only gaze at her through a telescope. The utmost he could say to
himself was that she was the sort of girl he would have chosen, if
she hadn’t been rich. He wondered, was he the sort of fellow she
would have chosen, if he hadn’t been poor? He could form no
idea, because she was so reserved, and equally polite to everyone.
But she seemed to like to talk to him about life in New York.

There was a vast building, crowded with human misery. Any-
body who had the idea that war was romantic ought to have gone
through those long wards, with row upon row of cots, each with a
man, still and white, or moaning, swathed in bandages. Some
of them followed a pretty girl with their eyes; the girl didn’t behave
as she did on the street, but smiled at everybody, trying to cheer up
the poor souls, even while her own heart was aching.

There was Lee, with his pain-drawn face, yellow, as if he had been
gassed—it was a fact that he had a touch. He was a dark-haired
fellow, taking after the mother, not after the father, like Roger.
He was pathetically glad to see them, and held out a limp hand.
They sat on camp-chairs by the bedside, and never mentioned the
war, nor France; Jerry was right, it was the last thing the soldiers
wanted to hear of. Lee wanted to know about the newspaper
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game; he thought it was romantic to chase all over the city, inter-
viewing literary celebrities, and indicted politicians, and wounded
criminals, and whatnot. A fellow soon got tired of it, said Jerry;
but Lee said he’d like to have a chance.

Then he wanted to know about the business of running a family
hotel. Actually, he imagined that was romantic! You must meet
so many new people, he said. Kip answered, yes, but they were
pretty much alike after a time. One ought to be able to make a
lot of money these days, said Lee; he was interested in the business
aspect, he liked to figure costs and prices. Kip said they were do-
ing well, but the trouble was, the shortage of everything you had
to buy; prices were going up all the time. Lee said, why didn’t
they raise their own prices. Kip explained that it wasn’t so easy,
when people had been with you a long time, and couldn’t afford
to pay more. “But you can’t run it as a charity proposition,”
said Lee.

Yes, he liked to manage things. He wanted to get back to the
plantation, and take charge; because now, with the shortage of
commodities, if they could get a crop of sugar they would be “on
easy street.”” “If they can just fix me up so I can ride a horse
again,” said he. ““You're not much good on a plantation unless you
can look at the crops.” There was a nurse standing by, and she said
they would fix him all right; but of course you couldn’t tell if she
meant it, for it was her business to cheer the boys up. Lee said,
if they didn’t fix him, he would get himself some sort of ambulance
with a window in the side. “And a periscope!” said Jerry—and
they all had a good laugh.

It was curious, how different the members of families could be.
Lee Chilcote wanted nothing so much as to get back to the “Sugar-
Bowl,” with its black ooze, and mosquitoes, and ‘“niggers”; he
wanted to sit at his desk in the plantation office, and go over the
prices of supplies, and figure the probable gains from the new crop.
He wanted to pay off the mortgages, and mend the wreck his father
had left behind. But here was his brother, two years older, who
had broken away from all that, and was dreaming of a sensation
he was going to make in the literary world. “Thanks for bringing
the manuscript,” remarked Lee, with his wan smile. “I read some
of it. Gee whiz, old sport, you certainly did manage to get up a
brain-storm !’ Such was the meaning of a masterpiece of poetry
to a sugar-planter!
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Maggie May told Kip to come to see her whenever he felt like it;
and Kip wondered about this, and timidly asked Roger if he would
be in the way. Roger said, of course not, the ladies needed to
have an escort, and he should go whenever he could. So Kip
would call and take Maggie May for a walk up Fifth Avenue, and
tell her what he knew about this place and that. She wouldn’t
go to the theatre, on account of being in mourning for Colonel Ted;
but he took her to a concert, and they marvelled together at the
beauty of music, and talked very soberly about life and God and
immortality and duty and whatnot.

He took her in the subway, which cost ten cents, but inter-
ested her as much as if it had cost that many dollars. They went
down to the Battery, and looked at the harbor, and went into the
aquarium. Kip had lived in New York fourteen years or so, and
had never been into the aquarium. He took her uptown to the
Museum of Natural History, and they gazed at the bones of terri-
fying prehistoric monsters, which didn’t fit into Maggie May’s
scheme of the universe; she wondered why God had bothered to
make them. Kip said there were a lot of things equally puzzling.
For example, what was the use of mosquitoes, or of whisky?

He had lunch two or three times with the ladies at their hotel.
He tried to avoid this, because he thought he ought to be the host,
but they laughed and made him stay. So he wrestled again with
the expensive menu, and said he wasn’t very hungry. On one
of these occasions there came that cousin of the Chilcotes, the
banker’s wife, whom Roger had visited on Long Island. Mrs.
Fessenden was her name, and she was a tall, stately person, swathed
in black furs, with pearls hanging in ropes about her. She was
hardly aware of the obscure Mr. Tarleton, and talked about social
functions, and important personages whose names Kip had never
heard. This put him in his place, and made him aware of the
differences between himself and the girl he was secretly adoring.
Kip wasn’t enough of a psychologist to note that this great Mrs.
Fessenden had dark rings undet her eyes, or that her conversation
was nervous and overwrought,—the effort at disguise and self-pro-
tection of an unhappy and burdened woman.

“Cousin Jenny” went her ‘way, to what she said was going to be a
tiresome tea-party, even if it was in honor of an escaped Russian
grand duke. Maggie May sat in the hotel lobby and talked with
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Kip about Roger’s manuscript, which he had at last brought to her.
Maggie May said of course she couldn’t understand Roger’s wild
words; that sort of poetry went over her head ; however, she had got
the story, and it was very sad and pitiful—but was it a thing that
anybody ought to publish? Maggie May blushed a little, and the
gentle brown eyes were averted from Kip. “I suppose I'm behind
the times; but you know how we feel in the South.”

“Of course,” said Kip.

“*“The Golden Jail’ is a romantic title, and I suppose it will sell
the book; but when you read it you gather that the ‘Golden Jail
is marriage. Isn’t that it?”

“Well, it’s a certain kind of marriage,” ventured Kip: “When
people marry for money, and not for love. You know, Anita was
young when her parents married her off, and perhaps she didn’t
know what was happening to her.”

“No, I suppose not,” said Maggie May. “And I suppose I've
had a narrow upbringing. But I do wish Roger had made his
meaning plainer.”

“People’s ideas are changing,” ventured the young man. “I
don’t think the literary world will be shocked by Roger’s story.”

“No, but I don’t like to have him cater to such people. It hasn’t
been our way.”

“It’s supposed to be very wonderful poetry, Miss Chilcote. The
publishers are quite excited about it.”

“Maybe so,” said the old-fashioned girl. “But perhaps it’s just
as well that mother fell asleep before she got very far in it!”

XII

The Chilcote ladies came to tea at the Tarleton House; and this
was an event in social history. All the gentlemen who could pos-
sibly get away from business came home early, and had an extra
shave, and put on their best frock coats; the ladies sent their fancy
things to the cleaners, and fussed and fretted about getting them
back in time, and got their family heirlooms out of jewel-boxes
at the bottom of their trunks. At four o’clock in the afternoon,
there they were in the drawing-room, with an overflow of gentle-
men in the office. In due course came the motor-car, with Roger
and the two ladies, the very height of elegance in mourning.

It was somewhat like a court reception. Mrs. Tarleton sat at the
head of the room in a big arm-chair; a frail, anxious little woman,
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not in the least queen-like, but making her best appearance in the
purple silk dress which Roger had given her, with the lace fichu to
make it modest. Miss Sue Dimmock, the sister, a bright, chirrupy
little body, fluttered over the tea things, with Kip for assistant, and
Taylor Tibbs, in a white choker, proud as a preacher. Mrs. Chil-
cote was placed on the right hand of honor, and Maggie May on the
left, and everybody bade them welcome, the old gentlemen bowing
over their hands in courtly style. Old Southern names were pro-
nounced, and the ghosts of ancestors came to life. Mrs. Fortescue
from Charleston found that she was a distant cousin of Mrs. Chil-
cote’s aunt, and Mr. Gwathmey, from Kentucky, discovered that
he had once entertained Mrs. Chilcote’s brother. In short, the oc-
casion was perfect, and Mrs. Chilcote said it was lovely that her
son had such a real home atmosphere in which to live.

In the centre of the festivities was Powhatan; with his best suit
fresh from the tailor, and his face fresh from the barber, and his
hair and mustaches freshly dyed black. No man there was more
chivalrous or more eloquent. When tea was served, he began in-
quiring : would some gentleman like a bit of a “stick” in it? Pos-
sibly Mrs. Chilcote would whisper a secret into his ear! But no,
Mrs. Chilcote said that she liked her tea in the old way, with cream
and sugar. Pow went on making his jokes, hoping in vain that
Roger would take the hint, and produce a bottle from his cabinet,
which now had a specially ordered lock, the secret of which Pow
could not solve.

But this was a lady’s affair, and no one heeded Pow’s lamenta-
tions over the dark days that lay before them; the triumph of the
Puritans, who meant to eliminate joy from America, and reduce
the imperial city of New York to a dry desert. What was to be-
come of men who had been brought up in the old school, lovers
of hospitality and good cheer? There was no response, so Pow had
to take up the subject of his father’s activities in the Civil War, and
his great-grandfather’s in the war of 1812. No one could fail to
warm up to that.

When it came time to break up, Mrs. Chilcote said that she would
like to see Roger’s room; so thiey were escorted upstairs, and said
it was lovely; but Kip knew it was shabby by comparison with what
they were used to at home, and what they had at the big hotel.
He was ashamed more than ever, because his father followed them,
and stood there, stealing glances at the liquor cabinet, like a burglar
spying out a prospect. Presently he tried another hint. ‘“Are you
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sure you wouldn’'t enjoy a little refreshment, Mrs. Chilcote?”’
Kip moved over to his side and whispered, “Please don’t make your-
self a disgrace, father.” So Pow stalked in a rage from the room,
mortally insulted by that sanctimonious young Pharisee he had
got for a son. The insufferable prig—he was enough to drive any-
body to drink, just from irritation! He was a symbol of the pro-
hibition movement, which was going to drive the whole country to
drink, so Pow insisted.

XIII

Lee was going back to the home he loved. The doctors said
he was well enough to be carried on a stretcher to the train. Here
in New York there was snow in the air and slush in the streets,
but at Pointe Chilcote the roses were blooming, and it would be
good for a sick man to lie in the sunshine. The masseur would be
taken along, and in the course of a year or so they would get their
soldier fixed up, first so that he could walk, and finally so that he
could sit a horse, and ride his beloved acres, and see what needed
to be done for the crops. There was a girl waiting for him, and in
due course he would marry, and raise half a dozen children—and
these children would be acknowledged, and not have to be hidden
away and lied about! Could anybody wonder that the Chilcotes
were afraid of genius, and of this lawless literary world of New
York?

Kip bade farewell to Maggie May. He didn’t realize until she
was ready to go, how much she had come to mean to him; in fact, it
was hard for him to think about anybody else. He was sure that
she was the very loveliest girl he had ever met; he had thought it
over carefully, and decided that he preferred brown hair to any other
sort of hair, brown eyes to any other sort of eyes, and the Louisiana
dialect to any other form of Southern speech. When Maggie May
suggested that he should come and visit them some day, the tears
almost came into Kip’s eyes. How he wished he could! It was a
real invitation, because Mrs. Chilcote joined in. She approved
thoroughly of this modest young man; such a good influence for
her erratic poet-son, who frightened her every time he opened his
lips.

pWhen the time came for parting, Maggie May put Roger in
charge of Kip. “Do take care of him,” she pleaded, in Roger's
presence. “Don’t let him get into wild company.”

“T wish I could,” replied Kip, gravely. “But you know how it
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is, I don’t go about very much, and I'm younger than he, and he
won't listen to me.”

“Roger, I command you to listen to him!” exclaimed Maggie
May, catching her brother by the sleeve. “He’s to report to me
how you behave !”

“All right,” said Roger, with a chuckle; but Kip knew how little
he meant that. There was never any man more impatient of bore-
dom, and Kip held his status by knowing when to hold his tongue.
He knew also how much he was free to tell Maggie May—and it
wasn’t everything!

This was at the Pennsylvania Station, while they were waiting
for the ambulance to bring their wounded soldier. People stood
by respectfully when two hospital orderlies came, bearing a stretcher
with Lee in uniform. Some men took off their hats—for New
York was used to the sight of wounded men in those days, and very
patriotic in its mood. The procession went down in the elevator
to the train level, and the orderlies took their patient, one under
the shoulders and the other under the knees, and carried him into
the compartment of the car, and laid him on the bed where he
would stay until he reached New Orleans.

The others were crowded into the compartment, with the con-
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